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PREFACE. 

So impercepliUj is one tUgo of Be sLded into tie neil- 
„ gradual and ea.y ai. lie Iran.ilion., Ihrough the cbanges 
worked bj eiporienoe and ota.mlion—tliat w« refer k.ek to 
what we "dwajs said," and « .ta.js llionglt," a. if w. had 
•Iways looked Ihrongli Ike mme eje> and judged by tie same 
.tadards. yel, if we coold reeal the Pasl, witt the bactward- 
waving wand of the magioian, and oonld .ee, together, He two 
pictures— hfe as it seemed then, and life as it seems now— how 
startling, to any mind, would be the eomparisonl An anthor 
who has chponioled his impression., and preserved pictures of 
society, as he saw it at earlier and later stages of observation, 
has almost this magical privilege. Ho c.u look again at the 
scenes which he has copied and treasured up, and judge, as few 
others can.wilh what difercnl eyes men look around thent at far- 
apart times and places. 

In the following sketches, the writer records much m which ho 
had a personal .hare, though the narratives, even when told in 
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tie first person, are, by no means, intended to be strictly auto- 
biographic. The characters are all drawn from life, however, 
and several of them are portraits, done with studied faithfulness, 
of celebrated men and women whom he has had the opportunity 
to know ; while the scenes of the different stories are minutely 
true to the manners of the countries, and the style of the society, 
in which they are laid. If the two parts of the book do not seem 
to die reader to be written by the same pen, it but stiengthens 
the remark with which this preface commences. But if, from 
L',.„3e contrasted pictures, any knowledge can be drawn, as to the 
tendencies of a varied life, and as to the comparative value of the 
different spheres and relations of society, here and abroad, he 
will not feel that even so sketchy a work is without its uses. 
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EAKLIER DAYS. 



EDITH LINSEY, 

PART I. 



FSOST AHD FLIRTATION. 

" Oh yes— for you're in love with mt I 

(I'm very glad of it, I'm sure i) 

But then you are not rich, you see, 

And I you know I'm very poorl 

'Tis true that I can drive a tandem— 

'Tis Ime that I ran turn a sonnet— 
'Tis true I leave the law at random, 

When I should study — plague upon it I 
But this is not — excuse me ! — money 1 

(A thing they give for house and land ;) 
And we must eat in matrimony — 
And love is neither hread nor honey 

And so you understand V 

" Thou art spotless as the snow, lady mine, lady mine I 
Tliou art spotless as the snow, lady mine ! 
But the noon will have its ray, 
And snow-wrealhs melt away — 
And hearts— why should not they ? — 
Why not thine?" 

It began to snow. The air softened ; the pattering of the 

horso'a hoofs was muffled with the impeded vibration ; the sleigh 

glided on with a duller sound ; the large loose flakes fell soft and 

fast ; and tie low and just audible murmur, like the tres.d of a 

1 
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3 A SNOW-STORM. 

fairy host, melted on the ear with a drowsy infiuenee, as if it were 
& descent of palpable sleep upon the earth. You may talk of fall- 
ing water-— of the running of a brook— of the humming song of 
an old crone oa a sick vigil— or of the kvi susurro of the hees of 
Hybla— but there m nothing hke the failing of the snow, for soft 
and soothing music. You hear it, or not, as you will, hut it melts 
into your soul unaware. If jou have ever a heartache, or feel the 
need of " poppy or mandragora," or, like myself, grow sometimes 
a-weary of the stale repetitions of this unvaried world, seek me 
out in Massachusetts, when tlie wind softens and veers sonth, 
after a frost— say in January. There shall have been a long-ly- 
ing snow on the ground, well-trodden. The road shall be as 
smooth as the paths to our first sins— of a seeming perpetual de- 
clivity, as it were— and never a jot or jar between ua and the 
edge of the horizon ; but all onward and down apparently, with an 
insensible ease. You sit beside me in my spring-sleigh, hung 
with the lightne^ of a coh-weh cradle for a fairy's child in the 
trees. Our horse is, in the haniess, of a swift and even pace, and 
aronnd his neck is a string of fine small hells, that rmg to his 
measured step in a kind of mufled music, softer and softer as the 
snow-flakes thicken in the ah-. Tour seat is of the shape of tiie 
fauteuU in your library, cushioned and deep, and with a back- 
ward and gentle slope, and you are enveloped to the eyelids in 
warm furs. You settle down, with every muscle in repose, the 
visor of jour ermine cap just shedding the snow from your fore- 
head, and, with a word, the groom stands back, and the horse 
speeds on, steady, but beautifully fast. The hells, which yon 
hear loudly at first, begin to deaden,' and the low hum of the 
alighting flakes steals gradually on your ear ; and soon the hoof- 
strokes are as silent as if the steed were sliod with wool, and away 
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EARLIER DAYS. 3 

you flee through the white air, lite birds asleep upon the wing 
diving through the feathery fleeces of the noon. Your eyelids 
fall— forgetfulneas steals upon the senses — a delicious torpor takes 
possession of the uneasy blood — and brain and thought yield to 
an intoxicating and trance-like slumber. It were perhaps too 
much to ask that any human bosom may go scathless to (he graye ; 
but, in my own unworthy petitions, I usually supplicate that my 
heart may be broken about Christmas. I know an anodyne o' 
that season. 

Fred Fleniing and I occupied one of the seven long seats in a 
stage-sleigh, flying at this time twelve miles in the hour, (yet not 
fast enough for our impatience), westward from the university 
gates. The sleighing had been perfect for a week, and the cold 
keen air had softened for the first tiaie that morning, and assumed 
the warm and woolly complexion that foretokened snow. Though 
not very cheerful in its aspect, this is an atmosphere particularly 
pleasant to breathe ; and Frod, who was making his first move 
after a six weeks' fever, sat with the furs away from his mouth, 
nostrils expanded, lips parted, and the couDtonanee altogether of 
a man in a high state of physical enjoyment. I had nursed him 
through his illness, by-the-way, in my own rooms, and hence our 
position as feUow-ti-avellers. A pressing invitation from his 
father to come home with him to Skaneateles, for the holydays, 
had diverted me from my usual winter Journey to the North ; and, 
for the first time in my life, I was going upon a long visit to a 
strange roof My imagination had never more business upon its 
hands. 

Fred had described to me, over and over again, every person I 
was to meet^brothers, sisters, aunts, cousins, and friends— a 
household of thirty people, guests included ; but there was one 
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4 WHAT IS SHE LIKE? 

person among them of whom his descriptions, amphfied as they 
were, were very unsatisfactoi^. 

" Is she so very plain ?" I asked, for the twentieth time. 

" Ahominably !" 

" And immense black eyes ?' 

" Saucers !" 

" And large mouth ?" 

"Huge!" 

" And very dark ?" 

" Lite a squaw !" 

" And skinny hands, did you say ?" 

*' Loan, long, and pokerish !" 

" And so very clever ?" 

" Knows evei-ytliing, Phil !" 

" But a sweet voice ?" 

" Um '. everybody says so." 

*' And high temper ?" 

"She's the devil, Phil! don't ask anymore questions about 
her." 

" Ton don't like her, tien .'" 

" She never condescends to speak to me ; how should I." 
Aad thereupon I put my head out of the sleigh, and employed 
m^elf with catching the snow-flakes on my nose, and thmking 
whether Edith Linsey would like me or no ; for, through all Fred's 
derogatory descriptions, it was clearly evident that she was the 
ruling spirit of the hospitable household of the Flemings. 

As we got farther on, the new snow became deeper, and we 
found that the last storm had been heavier here than in the coun- 
try from which we had come. The occasional farm-houses 
were almost wholly buried, the black chimney alone appearing 
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EARLIER DAYS, 5 

above tie ridgy drifts, while the tops of the doors and win- 
dows lay below the level of the trodden road, from which a de- 
scending passage waa cut to the threshold, like the entj^nce to a 
cave in the earth. The fences were quite invisible. The fniit- 
trees looked duninished to shruhberies of snow-flowers, their 
trunks buried under the visible surface, and their branches loaded 
with the still filling flakpi, till they bent beneath the burden. 
Nothing wat ahiuid, for nothing conld stir out of the road without 
danger of being lost, and ViC dreaded to meet even a single sleigh, 
lest, in turning out, the horses should " slump" beyond their depth, 
in the untrodden drifts. The poor animals began to labor severely, 
and sunk at every step over their knees in the clogging and wool- 
like substance ; and the long and cumbrous sleigh rose and fell 
in the deep pits like a boat in a heavy sea. It seemed impossible 
to get on. Twice we brought up with a terrible plunge and stood 
suddenly stiU, for the runners had struck in too deep for the 
strength of.the horses ; and, with the snow-shovcis, which formed 
a part of the ftirniture of the vehicle, we dug them from their con- 
crete beds. Our progress at last was reduced to scarce a mile in 
the hour, and we began to have apprehensions that our team 
would give out between the pust-houses Foitunalely it was still 
warm, for the numbness uf cold would have paralyzed our already 
flagging exertions. 

We had reached the summit of a long hill with the greatest 
difficulty. The poor beasts stood panting and reeking with sweat ; 
the runners of the sleigh were clogged with hard oakes of snow, 
and the air was close and dispiriting. We came to a stand-still, 
with the vehicle lying over almost on its side, and I stepped out 
to speak to the driver and look forward. It was a discouraging 
prospect ; a long deep valley lay before us, closed at the distance 
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5 SNOW PERILS. 

of a oonple of miles by anotlier steep hill, tirough a cleft in the 
top of which lay our way. We could not even distinguish the 
line of the road between. Our disheartened animals stood at this 
moment huned to their breasts, and to get foi'ward without rearing 
at every step seemed impossible. The driver sat on his box look- 
ing uneasily down into the valley. It was one undulating ocean 
of snow, not a sign of a human habitation to he seen, and even the 
trees indistinguishable from the general mass hy their whitened 
and oveiladen branches. The storm had ceased, but the nsual 
ehai-p cold that succeeds a warm fall of snow had not yet lightened 
the clamminess of the new-fallen flakes, and thoy clung around 
the font like clay, rendering every step a toil. 

" Your leaders are quite blown," I said to the driver, u,b he 
slid off his uncomfortable seat. 

" Pretty nearly, sir !" 

" And your wheelers are not much better." 

" Scd'oely." 

" And what do you think of the weather ?" 

" It'll be darnation cold in an hour." As he spoke, he looked 
up to the sky, which was already peeling off its clouds in bag 
stripes, like the skin of an orange, and looked as hard and cold 
as marble between the widening rifta. A sudden gust of a more 
ehiUing temperature followed immediately upon his prediction, and 
the long cloth curtains of the sleigh flew clear off theii' slight 
pillars, and shook off then" fi'inges of icicles. 

" Could you shovel a little, mister ?" said the driver, handing 
me one of the broad wooden utensils from his foot-board, and 
commeneing, himself, after haviug tlirown off his box-coat, by 
heaving up a solid cake of the moist snow at the side of the 
road. 
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EARLIER DAYS. 7 

" It's just to make a place to I'ub down tliem cretuvs," said he, 
as I looked at him, quite pu^lad to know what he was goiug to 
do. 

Fred was too weak to assist us, and haying righted the vehicle 
a little, and tied down the flapping curtains, he wrapped himself 
in his eloak, and I set heartily to work with my shovel. In a few 
miautes, taking advantage of the hollow of a drift, wo had cleared 
a sniall area of fi'OBBO groand, and, releasing the tired animab from 
their harness, we rubbed tliem well down with the straw from the 
bottom, of the sleigh. The persevering driver then cleared the 
runners of their iced and clinging masses, and, a half hour having 
elapsed, he produced two bottles of rum from his box, and, giving 
each of the horses a dose, put them again to their traces. 

We heaved out of the pit into which the sleigh had settled, and 
for the first mile it was down-hill, and we got on with eompara 
tivs ease. The Blty was by this time almost bare, a dark, slaty 
mass of clouds alone settling on the horizon in the quarter of the 
wind, while the sua, aa powerless as rooonlight, poured with daz- 
zling splendor on the snow, and the gusts came keen and bitter 
across the sparkling waste, rimming the nostrils as if with bands 
of steel, and penetrating to the innenaost nerve with their pungent 
ioiness. No protection seemed of any avail. The whole surface 
of the body ached as if it were laid against a slab of ice. The 
throat closed instinctively, and contracted its unpleasant respira- 
ration— the body and limbs drew irresistibly together, to econo- 
mize, like a hedge-hog, the exposed surface — the hands and feet 
felt transmuted to lead — and across the forehead, below the pres- 
sure of the cap, there was a binding and oppressive ai,he, as if a 
bar of frosty iron had been let into the scull. The mind, mean- 
time, seemed freezing up — nnwilhngness to stir, and inability to 
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g DESPERATE WORK. 

th'uik of iinjthing but tiie ojlJ, bccoiuiug every instant more de- 
cided. 

From the bend of the valley oar difficulties became more serious. 
The drifts often lay across the roid likt <k wall, some fe t abcve 
the heads of the borsea, ani we hid dug thiough one oi two, and 
bad been once upset, and often near it, before we ctme tj the 
steepest part of the aacent Ihe borhet bad by thi> time bp_nm 
10 feel the excitement of the mm, and bounded on t!iiou|,h the 
snow with continual Icapi, lerkmg the '*1 i^h aftei them with a 
yiolenoe that thieatened momently to break tbe traces The 
steam from their bodies ftaze instantly, and coviied them with a 
coat like boar-frost ; and, apite of then h it, ind tbe unnatural and 
violent exertions tbey were miking, it was evident by tbe pricking 
of their ears, and the sudden crouch of the body when a stronger 
blast swept over, tlat fie cold struck through even their hot and 
intoxicated blood. 

We toiled up, leap after leap, and it seemed miraculous to me 
that tbe now infuiiated animals did not burst a bJood-vessel or 
crack a sinew with every one of th t bl p n Tbe sleigh 
plunged on after theln, stopp ng 1 1 d b t at ^ry other 
moment, and reeling over tbe b ydf Ik batna surging 
sea. A finer erystalliaation hal m 1 m t k n pi ipon the 
surface of the moist snow, and thpwd dptl flw almost 
insensibly on tbe blasts of wind fill n th j and hmr, and 
cutting tbe skin with a sensati n lik th to h f n die-points. 
The driver, and his maddened b t aJ t xh u ted t am, were 
blinded by the glittering and wh 1 n Id es th Id grew in- 
tenser eveiy moment, tbe fovwa Imtn al 11 1 and less, 
and when, with the very last eff t ppa ntly w h d a spot 

on the summit of tbe hiU, whi b f m t xp sad t tbn, had 
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EARLIER DAYS. 9 

been kept bare by the wind, the patieat and persevenBg whip 
brought bis horses to a stand, and despaired, for the first time, of 
bis prospects of getting on. I crept out of the sleigh, the iron- 
bound runners of which now grated on the bare ground, but found 
it impossible to stand upright. 

" If you can use your bands," said the driver, turning his back 
to the wind, which stung the face like the lash of a whip, " 111 
trouble jou to untaekle them horses." 

I set about it, while he buried his hands and face in the snow 
to relieve them for a moment from the agony of cold. The poor 
animals sta^ered stiffly as I pushed them aside, and every vein 
stood out from their bodies like ropes under the skin. 

" What are you going to do r" I asked, as be joined me again, 
and taking off the harness of one of the leaders, flung it into the 



" Ride for life !" was Lis ominous answer. 

" Good Q-od ! and what is to become of my sick friend ?" 

" The Almighty knows — if he ean't ride to the tavern !" 

I sprang instantly to poor Fred, who was lying in the bottom 

of the sleigh almost frozen to death, informed him of the driver's 

decision, and asked him if ho thought he could ride one of the 

horses. He was beginning to grow drowsy, the first symptom of 

death by cold, and could with difficulty be roused. With the 

driver's assistance, however, I lifted him out of the sleigh, shook 

bim soundly, and, making stirrups of the traces, set him upon one 

of the horses, and started him off before us. The poor beasts 

seemed to have a presentiment of the necessity of exertion, and, 

though stiff and sluggish, entered willingly npon the deep drift which 

blocked up the way, and toiled eshaustedly on. The cold in our 

esposed position was agoniaing. Every small fibre in the skin of 
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10 FIRST TNTKODi;CTIO-\. 

my own f.ice folt splitting and oiaelii^d, and my eyelids secmod 
mjide of ice Our limbs soon lost all sensation. I could only 
piess with my knees to the horse's side, and the whole collected 
energy of my frame seemed expended in the exertion. Fred held 
on wondetfully. The driver had still the iise of his ann, and rode 
behind, flogging the poor animals on, whose every step seemed to 
be the last summons of energy. The sun set, and it was rather a 
relief, for the glitter upon the snow was exceedingly painful io tie 
sight, and there was no warmth in its beams. I could see my 
poor friend drooping gradually to the neck of his horse, but, until 
he should drop off, it was impossible to assist him, and his f^thful 
animal stjll waded on. I felt my own strength fast ebbing away. 
If I had been alone, I should certainly have lain down, with the 
almost irresistible inclination to sleep ; but the thought of my 
friend, and the shouting of the energetic driver, nerved me from 
time to time — and, with bands hanging helplessly down, and elbows 
fastened convulsively to my side, we plunged and struggled pain- 
fully forward. I but remember being taken afterward to a fire, 
and shrinking from it with a shriek — the suffering of reviving con- 
sciousness was 60 intolerable. Wc had reached the tavern Uter- 
aOy frozen upon our horses. 

II. 

I wM balancing my spoon on the edge of a cup at tlie breakfast- 
tablo, the mi n'ng aft r our arrival, when Fred stopped in the 
middli' of an eulog un on my virtues as a nurse, and a lady enter- 
ing at the sau e n nent he said simply in parenthesis, " My 
cousin Edith Mr 81 nj,aby and went on with his story. I rose 
and bowed, and as Fied had the parole, I had time to collect my 
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EARLIER DAYS. 11 

courage, and take a look at the enemy'8 oamp — for, of that con- 
siderable household, I felt my star to be in oonjnnction or oppo- 
sition with her's only, who waa at that moment my vis-a^is across 
a dish of atewed oysters. 

In about five minutes of rapid mental portrait-painting, I had 
taken a likeness of Edith Linsey, which I see at this moment (I 
have carried it about the world ever since) as distinctly as the 
incipient lines of care in this thin-wearing hand. My feelings 
changed in that time from dread or admiration, or something be- 
tween these, to pity ; she was so unscrupulously and hopelessly 
plain— so wretchedly ill and suffering in her aspect — so spiritless 
and unhappy in every motion and look, " I'll win her heart," 
thought I, " by being kind to her. Poor thing ! it will be some- 
thing new to her, I dare say !" Oh, Philip Slingsby ! what a 
doomed donkey thou wert for that sOly soliloquy ! 

And yet, even as she sat there, leaning over her untasted break- 
fast, listless, ill, and melancholy — with her large mouth, her pro- 
truding eyes, her dead and sallow complesion, and not one 
redeeming feature — there was something in her face which pro- 
duced a phantom of beauty in my mind — a glimpse, a shadowing of 
a coimtenance that Beatrice Cenci might have worn at her last 
innocent orison — a loveliness moulded and exalted by superhuman 
and overpowering mind— instinct through all its sweetness with 
energy and fire. So strong was this phantom portrait, that in all 
my thoughts of her, as an angel in heaven, (for I supposed hor 
dying for many a month, and a future existence was her own most 
frequent theme), she always rose to my fancy with a face half 
Niobe, h^ Psyche, radiantly lovely. And this, too, with a face 
of her own, a bmdfide. physiognomy, that must have made a mirror 
an unpleasant article of furniture in her bed-room. 
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12 LOVE COllMENCING. 

I have no suspicion, in my own mind, whethei' Time was drunk 
or sober during the succeeding week of those Christmas holjdaya. 
The second Saturday had come round, and I just remember that 
Fred was very much out of humor with me for having appeared 
to hw friends to he everything he said I was not, and nothing he 
said I was. He had described me as the most uproarious, noisy, 
good-hnmored, and agreeable dog in the world. And I was not 
that, at all— parlioularly the last. The old judge told him he had 
not improved in his penetration at the university. 

A week ! and what a life had been clasped within its brief cal- 
endar, for me ! Edith Linscy was two years older than T, and I 
was considered a boy. She was thought to be dying slowly, but 
irretrievably, of consumption ; and it was little matter whom she 
loved, or how Thay would ouly have been pleaaod, if, by a now 
affection, she could beguile the preying melancholy of illness ; for, 
by that gentle name, they called, in their kindness, a caprice and 
a bitterness of character that, had she beea less a sufferer, 
would not have bei^n endured for a day. But she was not capri- 
cious, or bitter to me .' Oh, no ! And from the very extreme of 
her impatience with others — from her rudeness, her violence, her 
sarcasm — she came to nie with a heart softer than a child's, and 
wept upon my hands, and weighed every word that might ^ve me 
offence, and watched to anticipate my lighest wish, and was humble, 
and generous, and passionately loving and dependent. Her heart 
sprang to me with a rebound. She gave herself up to me with an 
utter and desperate abandonment, that owed something to her 
peculiar character, hut more to her own solemn conviction that 
she was dying — that her best hope of life was not worth a week's 
purchase. 

We had begun with hooks, and upon them her past enthusiasm 
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had hitterto been released. She loved her fayorite authors with 
a passion. They had reheved her heart ; and there was nothing 
of poetry or philosophy, that was deep, ov heautiful, in which she 
had not steeped her very soul. How well I remember her repeating 
to mo from Shelley those glorious hues to the soaring swan : — 

" Thou hast a homo, 
Beautiful bird ! Thou voyagest to thy home — 
Where thy sweet male will twine her downy neek 
With thine, and welcome thy return with eyea 
Bright with the lustre of their own fond joy I 
And what am I, that I should linger here. 
With voice fer sweeter than thy dying notes, 
Spirit more vast than thine, frame more attuned 
To beauty, wasting these surpassing powers 
To the deaf air, lo the blind earth, and heaven 
That echoes not my thoughts I" 

There was a long room in the southern wing of the house, 
fitted up as a librai-y. It was a heavily-eurtainad, dim old place, 
with deep-embayed windows, and so many nooks, aad so much 
furniture, that there was that hushed air, that absence of echo 
within it, which is the great charm of a haunt for study or thought. 
It was Edith's kingdom. She might lock the door, if she pleased, 
or shut or open tlie windows ; ia short, when she was there, no 
one thought of disturbing her, and she was lite a " spirit in its 
call," invisible and inviolate. And here I drank, into my very life 
and soul, the outpourings of a bosom that had been locked till {as 
we both thought) the last hour of its life — a flow of mingled intel- 
lect and passion that ovr:rran my heart like iava, sweeping every- 
thing into its resistless fij'c, and (may God forgive hor !) leaving it 
scorched aad desolate when its mocking brightness had gone out. 
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I remember that " Elia" — Charles Lavab's Elia— was the fa- 
vorite of favorites among her books ; and, partly, that the late 
death of this most-to-be-loved author reminded me to look it up, 
and, partly, to have time to draw back my indifference over a sub- 
ject that it something stirs me to recall, you shall read an imita- 
tion (or continuation, if you will) that I did for Edith's eye, of 
his " Essay on Books and Reading." I sat with her diy and 
fleshless Land in mine while I read it to her, and the fingers of 
Psyclie ware never fairer to Canova than fhey to me, 

" It is a little singular," I began (looking into her eyes as long 
as I could remember what I had written), " that, among all fbe 
elegancies of sentiment for which the age is remarkable, no one 
should ever have thought of writing a book upon ' Reading.' The 
reflnementi cf the tiu" epnuie in book'i aie 'uielj a'' vaiiono as 
those of tha gaationome and the opium-eater , and I e*n ooai,eiTC 
of no reason why a topic of such natnial uccuirence shculd ha\e 
besn BO long ni^lected unless it is that that the taste itself being 
rather a growth jf indjlen:,e hii n ver numbeied among its lo- 
tavies one of thf bu=y oratt of wi itei s 

" The great piopoition of men real, as tl ev eit fii hun r 
I do not con iler them loidi-rs The true se let of the thin^, is 
no more adaptel to th ir eom prehension, then the sublimations 
of Louis Eui^tace Ule for the taste of a day kbjrer The re 
fined reading tiste like the palate of ^ourmnwrfiiie, must have 
got beyond ippetite — gros? ippetite It shall be that of a man 
who, having fed through childhood and youth on simple knowledge, 
values mw, only, as it were, the apotheosis of learning — the spiri- 
tual nart. There are, it is true, instances of a keen natural 
relish; a boy, as yju will sometimes find jne of a pumatuie 
thoughtfulness, will carry % favoiite author lu hia bosom, and 
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Li it in his stolen hours, ] 


story: 
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a boy, with eager eye, 




Open: 


a book upon b. stall, 



Klia tells tlie excjuisite 



And read as he'd devour it all ; 
Which, when the stall-man did espy, 
Soon to the boy I heard him call, 
"You, sir, you never buy a book, 
Therefore in one you shall not look !" 
The boy passed slowly on, and with a sigh, 
He wished he hnd never been taught to read- 
Then of the old churl's books he should have had no need.' 

" The plsasure as well as the profit of reading depends as much 
upon time and manner, as upon the booi- The mind is an opal 
— (ihanging its color with every shifting shade. Ease of position 
13 eepecially necessaiy A muscle strained, a nerve unpoised, an 
admitted sunbeim caught ujon ami lor, are'dight ciicuniatances; 
but a foalher mty tickle the dieimer fiom piiadisp to earth. 
'Many a fiowaid axnii •>aj'! a refin d wiiter, ' m^ny an in- 
hamanp ihfught hith aiiaen fiom aitting une mfortablv "ir from 
a want of 'ymm tiyia your chanibei ' WhD has not fplt at 
times, an tinaceountabL di^rehsh toi a fiv ite author ' T\ ho 
has not, hy a sudden noise in the ft eet been startled from a 
rpadmg dreira and found ifterw^rd that the broken pell was 
not to >e r wounl > 4n ill tied crii'it miy nnlmk the rich htr- 
monies of Taylor. You would not think Barry Cornwall lie 
delicious heart he is, reading him in a tottering chair. 

" There is much in the inood with which you come t-o a book. 
If you have been vexed out of doors, the good humor of an author 
seema unnatural. I think I should scarce relish the 'gentle 
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spiriting ' of Ariel with a pulse of ninety in the minute. Or, if I 
had been touched hy the imkindness of a friend, Jack FalstafF 
would not move me to laughter as easily as he ia wont. There 
are tones of the mind, however, to which a book will vibrate with 
a harmony than which there is nothiQg more cxijuisite in nature. 
To go abroad at suiirise in June, and admit all the holy influ- 
ences of the hour. — stillness, and purity, and balm — to a mind 
subdued and dignified, as the mind will be by the sacrod tranquil- 
lity of sleep, and then to come in with bathed and refreshed 
senses, and a temper of as clear joyfulness as the soaring lark's, 
and sit down to Milton or Spenser, or, almost loftier still, the 
divine ' Prometheus' of Shelley, has seemed to nic a harmony of 
delight almost too heavenly to be human. The great secret of 
such pleasure is sympathy. You must climb to the eagle poet's 
eyry. You must have senses, like his, for the music that is only 
audible to the fiue ear of thought, and the beauly that is visible 
only to the spirit-eyo of a clear, and, for the time, impolluted 
fancy. The stamp and pressure of the magician's own time and 
Beaaon must be upon you. You would not read Ossian, for ex- 
ample, in a bath, or sitting under a tree in a sultry noon ; but 
after rushing into the eye of the wind with a fleet horse, with all 
his gallant pride and glorious strength and fire obedient to your 
rein, and so mingling, as it will, with his rider's consciousness, 
that you feel as if you were ^fted in your own body with the 
swiftness and energy of an angel, after this, to sit down to Ossian, 
is to read him with a magnificence of delusion, to my mind scarce 
less than reality. I never envied Napoleon till I heard it was his 
habit, after a battle, to read Ossian. 

" You cannot often read to music. But I love, when tlie 
voluntary is pealing in church — every breath iu the congregation 
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;d, and the doep-volumed notes pouriiig through the 
arches of the roof with the snblime and almost articulate praise 
of the orgfin— to read, fiom the pew Bible, the book of Eoeleai- 
asles. The solemn statolineBs of i(8 periods is fitted lo music like 
a hymn. It ia to me a spring of the most thrilling devotion — 
though I ahamo to confess tha.t the richness of its eastern im- 
agery, and, above all, the inimitable beauty of its philosophy, 
stand out somewhat definitely in the reminisoencea of the hour, 

" A taste for reading comes comparatively late. ' Robinson 
Crusoe' will turn a boy's head at ten. The ' Arabian Nights' 
are taken to bed with ua at twelye. At fourteen, a forward boy 
will read the ' Lady of the Lake,' ' Tom Jones,' aud ' Peregrine 
Pickle ;' and at aeventeen (not before) he is ready for Shak- 
epere, and, if be is of a thoughtful turn, Milton. Most men do 
not read these last with a true relish till after this period. The 
hidden beauties of standard authors break upon the mind by sur- 
prise. It is like disooyering a secret apring in an old jewel. You 
take up the book in an idle moment, as you have doue a thousand 
times before, pej'hapa wondering, as you turn over the leaves, 
what the world finds in it to admire, when, suddenly as you read, 
your fingei-s press close upon the covers, your frame thrills, and 
the passage you have chanced upon, chains you like a speU — it ia 
80 vividly true and beautiful. Milton'a ' Comus' flashed upon me 
in this way. I never could read the ' Raps of the Look' til! a 
friend quoted some passages from it during a walk. I know no 
more eiquisite sensation than this warming of the heart to an old 
author ; and it seems to me that the most delicious portion of 
intellectual existence is the brief period in which, one by one, the 
great minds of old are admitted with all their time-mellowod worth 
to the afi'ections. With what delight I read, for the first time, 
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the ' kind-hearted' pla;^ of Beaumont and Fletcher ! How I 
doat«d on Burton! What treasures to me were the 'Fairy 
Queen' and the Lyrics of Milton ! 

" 1 used to think, when studying the Greek and Latin poets in 
mj boyhood, that, to be made a acbool-author, was a fair offset 
against immortality. I would as lief, it seemed to me, have my 
verses handed down by the town-crier. But latterly, after an 
interval of a few years, I have taken up my classics (the identical 
school copies with the hard places all thumbed and pencilled) 
and have read them with no little pleasure. It is not to be be- 
lieved with what a satisfaction the riper eye glides smoothly over 
the once difB.c\ilt line, finding the golden cadence of poetry be- 
neath what once seemed only a tangled chaos of inversion. The 
associatious of hard study, instead of reviving the old distaste, 
added wonderfully ki the interest of a re-perusal. I could see now 
what brightened the sunken eye of the pale and sickly master, as 
he took up the hesitating passage, and read on, forgetful of the 
deiimjuent, to the end. I could enjoy now, what was a dead 
letter to me then, the heightened fnllness of Herodotus, and the 
strong-woTen style of Thueydides, and the magnificent invention 
of .^achylna. I took an aversion to Homer from hearing a class- 
mate in the next room scan it perpetually through his nose. 
There is no music for mo in the ' Iliad.' But, spite of the recol- 
lections scored alike upon my palm and the margin, I own to an 
Augustan relish for fie smooth melody of Virgil, and freely for- 
give the sometime troublesome forule — enjoying by its aid the 
raciuess of Horace and Juvenal, and the lofty philosophy of Lu- 
cretius. It will be a dear friend to whom I put down, in my will, 
that shelf of defaced classics. 

" There are some books that bear reading pleasantly once a 
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year. 'Tristram Sbniidy' is an anmiiil with me — I read liim regu- 
larly aiiout Christmas. Jeremy Taylor (not to mingle tliiQgs holy 
and profane) is a good tahle-hook, to be used when you would collect 
your thoughts and be serious awhile. A man of taste need never 
want fcr Sunday reading while he can find the sermons of Taylor, 
and South, and Fuller — writers of good theological repute — though, 
between ourselves, I think one likelier to be delighted with tke po- 
etry and quaint fancifulness of tbeir style, than edified by the piety 
it covers. I liie to have a quarto edition of Sir Thomas Brown, on 
a near shelf, or Milton's prose works, or Baeon. There are health- 
ful moods of the mind when lighter nutriment is distasteful. 

" I am growing fastidious in poetry, and confine myself iriore and 
more to the old writers. Castaly of late runs shallow. Shelley's 
(peace to his passionate heart !) was a deep draught, and "Words- 
worth and Wilson sit near the well, and Keats and Barry Corn- 
wall have been to the fountain's lip, feeding their ima^nations 
(the latter hb heart as well), but they have brought back little for 
the world. The ' small silver stream' will, I fear, soon cease to 
flow down to us, and, as it dries back to its source, we shall close 
nearer and nearer upon the ' pure English undofiled.' The dab- 
blers in muddy waters (tribufaiies to Lethe) will have Parnassus 
to themselves. 

" The finest pleasures of reading come unbidden. Tou cannot, 
with your choicest appliances for the body, always command the 
many-toned mind. In the twilight alcove of a library, with a 
time-mellowed chair yielding luxuriously to your pressure, a June 
wind laden with idleness and balm floating in at the window, and, 
in your hand, some Russia-bound, rambling old author, as Izaak 
Walton, good-humored and quaiat, one would think the spirit 
could scarce fail to be conjured. Yet often, after spending a 
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morning hour restlessly thus, I haye risen with mymind nntinged, 
and strolled off with a hoolt in my pocket to the woods ; and, &b I 
life, the mood has descencled upon me under Bome chance tree, 
with a crooked root under my head ; and I have lain there, read- 
ing and siocping by turns, till the letters were blurred in the 
dimness of twilight. It is the evil of refluemont that it breeds 
caprice. You will sometimes stand iinfatigued for hours on the 
steps of a library ; or, in a shop, the eye will be arrested, and the 
jostling of customers and the looks of the jealous shopman will 
not divert you till you have read out the chapter. 

" I do not often indulge in the supernatural, for 1 am an un- 
willing believer in ghosts, and tho topic excites me. But, for its 
connexion with the subject upon which I am writing, I must con- 
clude these rambling observations with a late mysterious visitation 

" 1 had, during tie last year, given up the early summer tea- 
parties, common in the town in which the university stands ; and 
having, of course, three or four more hours than usual on my 
hands, I took to an afternoon habit of imaginative reading. Shaks 
spearc came first, naturally ; and I feasted for the hundredth time 
upon what t think his (and the world's) most delicate creation — 
the ' Tempest.' The twilight of the first day overtook me at the 
third act, where tbo banquet is brought in with solemn music, by 
the fairy troop of Prospcro, and set before tie shipwrecked king 
and Ma followers. 1 closed the book, and, leaning back in my 
chair, abandoned myself to the crowd of images which throng 
always upon the traces of Shakspeare. The fancy music was still 
in my mind, when an apparently real strain of the most solemn 
melody came to my ear, dying, it seemed to me, as it reached it, 
the tones were so expiringly faint and low. I was not startled, 



Hooted by Google 



EARLIER DAYS, 21 

but lay quietly, holding my breath, and more fearing when the 
strain woidd be broken, than curious whence it eauje. The 
twilight deepened, till it was dark, and it still played on, changing 
the tune at intervals, but alwaj^ of the same melancholy sweet- 
ness ; till, by-and-by, I lost all curiosity, and, giving in to the 
charm, the scenes I bad been reading began to form again in rny 
mind ; and Ariel, with his delicate ministers, and Prospero, and 
Miranda, and Caliban, came moving before me to the measure, as 
bright and vivid as the reality. I was disturbed in the midst of it 
by Alfonse, who came in at the usual hour with my tea ; and, on 
starting to my feet, I listened in vain for the continuance of the 
music. 1 sat thinking of it a while, but dismissed it at last, and 
went out to enjoy, in a solitary walk, the loveliness of the summer 
night. The next djy 1 lesamed n y bo k with a smile at my 
previous credulity ind hid read thrju^jh the last iceaes of the 
' Tempest,' when the light failed me I aj^ain closed the book, 
and presently again aa it the sympathy were instintaneous the 
strain broke m playing the same low and solemn n el dies aad 
falling with the same dyinar cadence upon the eai I listened to 
it, as before, with Ireathless attention , abandoned myself once 
more to its uieiJistihle spell and, half waking half sleeping fell 
^in into a vmi dieam brilliant as faiiy land anl eieatmg it- 
self to the meatures of the still audible music I coull not now 
shake off my behef in its leility but I was «o iipt with it? 
strange sweetness and the beauty of my dieam th'it I caiel not 
whether it came fiom eaith or in Mj mdiffeience smgulaily 
enough, continued foi st,venl daj^ and legulaily at twihght I 
threw aside iiiy bock and listened with dreamy wakefulness for 
the music. It nevei fiilel me aad it-* les iltt were as cmsfant 
as its comu W h te\er I haJ lead — aonietimcs a canto of 
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Speneer, sometimes an act of a play, or a chapter 
the scene rose before me with the stately reality of a pageant. 
At last I began to thiak of it more serioosly ; and it was a relief 
to me one evening when Alfouse came in earlier than usital with 
ft message. 1 told him to stand perfectly still ; and, after a 
minute's pause, dumg wMch I heard distinctly an entire passage 
of a funeral hymm, I asked him if he heard any music ? He said 
he did not. My blood chilled at his positive reply, and I bade 
him listen once more. Still he heard notkiag. I could eiidure it 
no longer. It was to me as distinct and audible as my own voice ; 
and I rushed from my room as he left me, shuddering to he left 

" The nest day I thought of nothing hut death. Wai-nlngs by 
knells in the air, bj apparitions, by mysterious voices, were things 
I had believed in, speculatively, for years, and now dieir truth 
came upon me lilie conviction. I felt a dull, leaden presentiment 
about my heart, gi'owing heavier and heavier with every passing 
hour. Evening came at last, and with it, lite a summons from 
the grave, a ' dead march' swelled clearly on the air. I felt faint 
and sick at heart. This could not be fancy ; and why was it, as 
I thought 1 had proved, audible to my ear alone ? I threw open 
the window, and the first rush of the cool north wind refreshed 
me ; but, as if to mock my attempts at relief, the dirge-like 
Bounds rose, at the instant, with treble distinctness. I seized my 
hat and rushed into the street, but, to my dismay, every step 
seemed to bi-ing me nearer to tlie knell. Still I hun-ied on, tlie 
dismal sounds growing distraotingly louder, till, on turning a 
comer that leads to the lovely burying-ground of Nuw Haven, I 
came suddenly upon — a hell foundiy ! lu the rear had lately 
been hung, for trial, the chiming balls just completed for the new 
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Ti-inity church, and the master of the eatabhshment informed me 
that one of his journeymen was a fine player, and eveij day, after 
hia work, ha was in the halit of amusing himaalf with the ' Dead 
Mai'ch m Saul,' the ' Marselloia Hymn,' and other melancholy 
and easy tunea, muffling the hammeis that iu might not clistuvh 
the neighbors," 

I have had my reward for these spectilations, dear reader— a 
jimile that is lying at this instant, ^erdu, in the innermost recess 
of memory — and I care not much (without offence) whether you 
lihe it or no. She thanked me— sfe thought it well done— s^e 
laid her head on my boBom while I read it in the old library of the 
Elemmgs, ajid every word has been " paid for in fairy gold." 

I have taken up a thread that lengthens as I nnravel it, and I 
cannot well see how I shall come to the end, without ta-espasaing 
on your patience. AVe will cut it here, if you like, and resume it 
after a pause ; but, before I close, I must give you a little instance 
of how love mates the dullest eai'th poetical. Edith had given 
me a pm-UfevMie crammed with all kinds of embossed and cm'ious 
note-paper, all quite too pretty for use, and what I would show 
yon are my Terees on the occasion. For a hand unpractised, 
then, in aught save the " Gi-adus ad Pavnassum," I must own I 
have fished tliem out of that same old fortfolio (faded now from 
its glory, and worn with travel— hut how cherished !) with a 
pleasant feeling of paternity : 

" Thanks for tliy gift ! BuL heardit thou ever 

A story of a wandering fay, 
Who, tired of playing eylph for ever, 

Came romping to the earth one day 
And, ffirtlng like a little Love 

With everything thut flew and flirted, 
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Made captive of a sober dove, 
Whose pinions (so Uie laic disserted) , 

Thongli iieithei- very fresh nor feir, 
Were well enough for common wear? 

" The dove, though plain, was gentle bred, 

And cooed agreeably, though low ; 
But still the feiiy shook her head, 

And, patting with her foot, said ' No 1' 
'Twaa true that he was rather lat ; 

But that was living in an abbey ;— 
And solemn — but it was not that — 

' What then?' ' Why, sir, ymir viiags are sk 

" The dove was dumb ; he drooped, and sidled 
In fiiame along tlie abbey- wall ; 

And then the haughty % unbridled, 
And blew her snail-shell trumpet-call ; 

And summoning her waiting-sprite, 
Who bore her wardrobe on bis back, 

She took the wings she wore at night, 
(Silvery stars on plumes of black,) 

And, smiling, be^ed that he would take 

And wear them for his lady's sake. 

" He took them ; but he could not fly 1 

A fay- wing was too fine for him ; 
And when she pouted, by-and-by, 

And left him for some other wHm, 
He laid them softly in his nest, 

And did his flying with his own. 
And they were soft upon his breast, 

When many a night he slept alone ; 
And many a thought those wings would stir, 
And many a dream of love and her." 
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Edith Linsly was religious. There are many iittensifiers (a 
new word, that I can't get on mthout : I submit it for admission 
into the language) ;— there are many iatensifiers, I say, to the 
passion of lovo : such as pride, jealousy, poetry (money, some- 
times, Dio mio .') and idleness :* but, if the esperience of one 
who first studied the Art of Love in an " evangelical" country is 
worth a penny, there is nothing within the bend of the rainbow that 
deepens the tender passion lite religion. I speak it not irreve- 
rently. The human being that loves us throws the value of its 
existence into the omcible, ind it c,an do no inoie Lotc'b best 
alcbyioy can only turn into ^fi'ectIon what is in the heait The 
lam, the pioud, the poi,tioal, tJie selfish, the weak, can and do 
fling then- vanity, pride, poetry, selhshness, aad weakness, into a 
b at passion , but these aie eaithly elements ^nd tLi.iP is an an- 
ti'omam in their natuies that is foieier stiiving tr res>he them 
1 i,(,k fo their om^in^l eaith But religun is ot the soul as well as 
thp heait — the mind as w^ll is the affectiojis — and, when it mm 
glos in love, it is the infusion of an immortal essence into an un- 
worthy and else perishable mixture. 

Edith's religion was equally without cant, and without hesitation 
or disguise. She had arrived at it by elevation of mind, aided by 
the habit of never counting on her tenoi-e of life beyond the setting 
of the next sun, and, with her, it was rather an intellectual exalta- 
tion than a humility of heart. She thought of God because the 
subject was illimitable, and her powerful imagination found in it 
* " La pai-esse dana les femmes est le presage de l'iimoiir."~LA Bkuveke- 
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the scope for which she pined. She talted of goodnefis, and 
puiity, and disinterestedness, because she found them easy virtues 
with a frame worn down with disease, and she was removed by 
the sheltered position of an invalid from the colOsion which tries 
BO shrewdly, in common life, the liug of our metal. She prayed, 
beeaiise the fullness of her heart was loosed by her eioquence when 
on her hnees, and she found that an indistinct and mystic un- 
bui-thening of her bosom, even to the Deity, was a hush and a 
relief. The heart does not always require rhyme and reason of 
language and tears. 

There are many persons of religious feeling, who from i fear of 
ridicule or misooncepfion, conduct themselves as f to esp ss a 
devout sentiment were a want of taste or good bree 1 ng E 1 th 
was not of these. Eeli^on was to her a powerf 1 en hu, a n ap- 
plied without exception to every pui-suit and aff t n She ispd 
it as a painter ventures on a daring color, or a m s c n on a new 
string in his instrument. She fe!t that she aj.^, i lia 1 1 otany, 
or history, or fiiendship, or love, or what you w 11 by nak ng it a 
Btepping-stone to heaven, and she made as little mystery of it aa 
she ^d of bi-eathing and sleep, and talked of subjects which the 
serious usually enter upon with a suppressed breath, as she would 
comment upon a poem or define a new philosophy. It was sur- 
prising what an impressiveness this threw over her in evei-ything ; 
how elevated. she seemed above the best of those about hor ; and 
with what a worshipping and half-reverent admiration she inspired 
all whom she did not utterly neglect or despise. For myself, my 
Boul was drank up in hers as the lark is taken into the sky, and I 
forgot there was a world beneath me in my intoxication. I 
thought her an angel unrecognized on earth. I believed her as 
pure from worldliness, and as spotless from sin, as a cherub with 
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his breast upon his lute , and I kn It ly hei wlii-n she piayed, and 
held her upon my h o u m hpr fits )f fiintiiPSS and exhaustion, 
and sat at hei fe^t with my fxee in hei hanls, h'stening to hi,i 
wild speculations (often till the mommg bright ned bLhmi the 
curtains) with an uftei and irresistible abaidonm nt uf my ex 
btence to hers, which seuas to me, itou., hke a recollection of 
another life — it were, with this const-uus I jtly and mm 1 a self 
relinquishment so impossible ' 

Our life was a singular one. Living in the midst of a numer- 
ous household, with kind and cultivated people about us, we were 
as separated from them as if the ring of Gyges encircled us from 
their sight. Fred wished mc joy of my giraffe, as he offensively 
called his cousin ; and his sisters, who were quite too pretty to 
have been left out of my story so long, were more indulgent, I 
thought, to the indigenous beaux of Skaneateles than those abori- 
ginal specimens bad a right to expect ; but I had no eyes, ears, 
senBc, or civility, for anything but Edith, The library became a 
forbidden spot to all feet but ours ; we met at noon after our late 
vigils and breakfasted together j a light sleigh was set apart for 
our UU-a^UU drives over the frozen lake, and the world seemed 
to me to revolve ou its axle with a special reference to Philip 
Slingsby's happiness. I wonder whether an angel out of heaven 
would have made me believe that I should ever write the story of 
those passionate hours with a smile and a sneer ! I t«ll thee, 
Edith ! (for thou wilt read every line that I have written, and feel 
it, as far as thou camU feel anything), that I have read " Faust" 
since, and thought thee Mcphittophcles ! I have looked on thco 
since, with the cheek rosy dark, thy iip filled with the blood of 
health, and curled with thy contempt of the world and thy yet 
wild ambition to be its master-spirit and idol, and struck my 
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breast with instinctive self-questioning if ttou liadat ^ven back 
my Boul that wds thine own ! I fear thee, Edith. Thou hast 
grown beautiful that wert so hideous— the wonder-wrought mi- 
racle of health and intellect, filling thy veins, and breathing al- 
most a newer shape over form and feature ; but it is not thy 
beauty ; no, nor thy enthronement in the admiration of thy wo- 
man's world. These are little to me ; for I saw thy loveliness 
from the first, and I worshipped thee more in the duration of a 
thought than a hecatomb of these worldlings in their hfetime. I 
fear thy mysterious and unaccountable power over the human 
BOul ! I can scorn thee here, in another atmosphere, with sufSoient 
distance between ns, and anatomize the character that I alone 
have read truly and too well, for the instruction of the world (its 
amusement, too, proud woman — thou wilt writhe at that) — ^but I 
confess to a natural and irresistible obedience to the mastery of 
thy spirit over mine. I would not willingly again touch the ra^ 
dius of thy sphere. I would come out of Paradise to walk aione 
with the devil as soon. 

How little even the most mstrueted women know the secret of 
this power ! They make the mistake of cultivating only t/idr own 
minds. They think that, by sc^Z-elevation, they will climb up to 
the intellects of men, and win them by seeming their equals. 
Shallow philosophers ! You never remember, that, to subdue a 
human being to your will, it is more necessary to know his mind 
than your own — that, in conquering a heart, vanity is the first out- 
post—that, while you are employmg your wits in thinking how 
most effectually to dazzle him, you should be sounding his charac- 
ter for its undeveloped powers to assist him to dazzle you — that 
love is a reflected light, and, to be pleased with others, we must be 
first pleased with ourselves ! 
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Edith (it has occurred to me in mj speculations since) seemed 
to me always an echo of myself. 8iie expressed my thought as it 
sprang into my hrain. I thought that in her I had met my 
douhle and counterpart, with the reservation that I was a little 
the stronger spirit, and that in my mind lay the material of the 
eloijuence that flowed from her lips — aa the almond, that you en- 
deavor to split equally, leaves the kernel in the deeper eayity of 
its shell. Whatever the topic, she seemed using my thoughts, 
anticipating my reflections, and, with an unohtrusive but thrilljng 
flattery, referring me to myself for the truth of what I must know 
was but a suggestion of my own ! ! Lucrezia Borgia ! if 
Maehiavelli had hut practised that subtle cunning upon thee, thou 
wouldst have had little space in thy delirious heart for the passion 
ttat, in the history of crime, has rniide thoc the marvel and the 



The charm of Edith to moat people was that she was no mbli- 
moHoTi. Her mind seemed of any or no stature. She was as 
natural, and earnest, and as satisfied to converse, on the meanest 
subject as on the highest. She overpowered nobody. She (ap- 
parentlyj eclipsed nobody. Her passionate and powerful elo- 
quence was only lavished on the passionate and powerful. She 
never misapplied hcT self : and what a secret of influence and supe- 
riority is contMned in that single phrase ! We so hate him who 
out-measures n^ as we stand side by side before the world ! 

I have in my p tf h I mb f 1 1 ^ 

zette," with wh h th Fl gs m i6 d h m 1 d th 

deep snows f th w t whi h I t d th m It w 

tributed to by yb dy m tl h d d 1 d t th 

breakfast til th d y f t w lly pp -1 1 * 

apropos toth mkp h ItyfEltl 1 
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there is in one of them an essay of hers on what she calls minute 
f&ilosophies. It is curious, as showing how, with all her loftiness 
of speculation, she descended sometimes to the examination of the 
Bmallest machinery of enjoyment, 

" The principal sources of everyday happiness," (I am copying 
out a part of the essay, dear reader), " are too obyious to need a 
place in a chapter of breakfast-tahle philosophy. Occupation and 
a clear conscience, the very truant in the fields will tell you, are 
craving necessities. But when these are secured, there are 
lighter matters, which, to the sensitive and educated at least, are 
to happiness what foliage ia to the tree. They are refinements 
which add to the heauty of life without diminishi 
and, as they spring only from a better use of oui 
they are neither costly nor rare. I have learned necrcfs under the 
roof of a poor man, which would add to the luxury of the rich. 
The blessings of a cheerful fancy and a ijuink cyo oiime from na- 
ture, and the trailing of a vine may develop fhem as well as the 
curtaining of a king's chamber. 

" Riding and driving are such stimulating pleasra-es, that, to 
talk of any management in their indulgence, seems supei-fluous. 
Tet we are, in motion or at rest, equally liable to the caprices of 
feeling, and, perhaps, the gayer the mood the deeper the shade 
cast on it by untoward circumstances. The time of ridmg should 
never be regular. It then becomes a habit, and habits, though 
sometimes comfortable, never amount to positive pleasure. I 
would ride when nature prompted — when the shower was past, nr 
the air balmy, or the sky beautiful — whenever and wherever the 
significant finger of Pi'sire jiointed. Oh ! to leap into the saddle 
when the west wind blows freshly, and gallop off into its very eye, 
with an undrawn rein, careless how far or whither ; or, to spring 
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up from a boolc when the sua breads through, after a storm, and 
diivo away under tte white clouds, thi-ough light and shadow, 
while the trees are wet and the earth damp and spicy ; or, in the 
clear Bunny afternoons of autumn, with a pleasant companion on 
the seat beside you, and the glorious splendor of the decaying 
foliage flushing in the sunshine, to loiter up tte valley, dreaming 
over the thousand airy casiles that are stirred by such shifling 
beauty — tbess arc pleasures indeed, and such as he, wbo rides 
regularly after his dinner, knows as little of as the dray-horse of 
the exultation of the courser. 

" There is a great deal in the choice of a companion. If he is 
an indifferent acquaintance, or an indiscriminate tallter, or has a 
coai^e eye for beauty, or is insensible to the delicacies of sensa- 
tion or thought — if he ia sensual, or stupid, or practical eonatitu- 
tionaDy — he will never do. He must be a man who can detect a 
rare color in a leaf, or appreciate a peculiar passage in scenery, 
or admire a grand outline in a cloud ; ho must have accurate and 
fine senses, and a heart, noble at least by nature, and subject still 
to her direct influences ; he must be a lover of the beautiful in 
whatever shape it come ; and, above all, he must have read and 
tliought like a scholar, if not like a poet. He will then tide by 
year side without crossing your humor ; if taliafive, he will talk 
well, and if silent, you are content, for you know that the same 
grandeur or beauty, which has wrought the silence in your own 
thoughts, has given a color to his. 

" There is much ia the manner of driving. I like a capricious 
rein — now fast through a hollow, and now loitcringly on the edge 
of 3 road or by the bank of a river. There is a singular delight 
in quickening your speed in the animation of a climax, and in 
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coming down gently to a w^lli with a digressiorj of feeling, or a 
Buddcn sadness. 

" An important item in household matters is the management 
of light. A small room well-lighted is much more imposing tlian 
a large one lighted ill. Cross lights are painful to the eye, and 
they destroy, besides, the cool and picturesijue shadows of the fur- 
niture and figures. I would have a room always partially darkened : 
there is a repose in the twilight dimneas of a drawing-room which 
affects oae witt the proper gentleness of the place : the out-of-door 
humor of men is too rude, and the secluded light subdues them fitly 
as they enter. I like curtains— heavy, and of the richest material : 
there is a magnificence in large crimson folds which nothing else 
equals, and the color gives everything a beautiful tint as the light 
streams through them. Plants tastefully arranged are pretty ; 
flowers are always beautiful. I would have my own room like a 
painter's — one curtain partly drawn ; a double shadow has a ner- 
vous look. The effect of a proper disposal of light upon the feel- 
ings is by most people surprisingly neglected. I have no doubt 
that as aa habitual thmg it materiaUy iffLCta the chaiactei , the 
disposition for study and thought is oertunly d pendent on it in 
no '.light dp_,i ee Whit i^ mcie oatemplitivt. thin tht tnilia;ht 
f a deep ale i c in i hbi *ny A\ bat more awakens thought thin 
the dim interior ct an old chuieh, with its massive ind ^^hadowy 
pillars ? 

' Thare miy be the moit e-^quisitfl luxury m furniture A 
cifwd 1 rn>m his i bok f crmff it, ani suspendel lamjs throw 
a mellow depth into the features. Descending light is always the 
most becoming ; it deepens the eye, and distributes the shadows in 
the face judiciously. Chairs should be of different and curious 
fashions, made to humor every possible weariness, A spice-lamp 
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shoiold bum in the corner, and the pictures should be colored of a 
pleas'int tone, and the subjects should be subdued and dreamy 
It should bo a placi, you w>uld live in foi a century without an 
untomf 01 table thought I hate a neit lOom A dozen of the 
finest old authtrs should lie about, and a new no^el, and the la^t 
newpiints I rather like the French fashion of a, imtbonniere, 
though that perhaps is an extravagance 

"There la a management ot one sownfamihai mtoicouiSB, whith 
IS more oeglected and at the same time moie imp irtaut to hap- 
piness, than every other , it 's particularly 1 Jity that it is not 
oftener undtritoud by newly n irii(,d pejple , as far as my own 
experience goes, I have rarely failed to leteot, f w too early, «igns 
of lU-diagmaed ind diisappomted weariness It wis not the reac- 
tinn nf extiteiimnt — not the rttuin to the juiet ways of home — 
but a new manner— a foigetful indifference, bebevmg itselt con- 
cealed, and yet bstraymg itaelf continnally by unconscious and 
irreprcB^ble S3mptunis I belli. ve it resulted oft^nest fiom the 
same causes partly that they law tach other too much , and 
partly that when the form of etiquette was removed, they forgot 
to letain its inyalmblc e^seni.e — an assiinous and minute di-in- 
terestidncs" It seems nonsense to loveis, but ibsence is the 
secret of respect, and therefore (f affection Love is davme, but 
its flame 13 too dehoate foi a pet petual household lamp , it should 
be burned only for incense, tnd even then trimmed skilfully It 
IS wonderful how a slight neglect, or a glimpse of weakness, or a 
chance defiot of knowledge, lims its m.w glory Lovers, manied 
or <ungle, should have separate pursuits — they 'diould meet to 
respect each othei tor new and dl^tlnet acijnis tions It is the 
weikness of human lifeetions that thej arc founded on piide, and 
waste with 01 er muoh famihiuty ind oh, the delight to meet 
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after hours of absence — to sit down by the evening lamp, and, with 
a mind unexhausted hj the intercourse of the day, to yield to the 
fascinating freeclom of conversation, and clothe the rising thoughts 
of affection in fiesh and unhackneyed language ! How richly the 
treasures of the mind are colored — not doled out, counter by 
counter, as the visible machinery of thought coins them, but heaped 
upon the mutual alt*r in lavish and unhesitating profusion ! And 
how a bold fancy assumes beauty and power — not traced np 
through all its petty springs till its dignity is lost by association, 
but flashing fulI-grown and suddenly on the sense ! The gifts of 
no one mind are ec[ua! to the constant draught of a lifetime ; and 
even if they were, there is no one taste which could always relish 
them. It is an humiliating thought that immortal mind must be 
husbanded like material treasure ! 

" Thoro is a remark of Godwin, which, in rather too strong 
language, contains a valuable tntth : ' A judicious and limited vo- 
luptuousness,' he says, ' is necessary to the cultivation of the mind, 
to the polishing of the manners, to the refinement of the sentiment, 
and to tho development of the understanding ; and a woman de- 
ficient in this respect may be of use in the government of our 
families, but cannot add to the enjoyment, nor fix the partiality 
of a man of taste !' Since the days when ' St. Leon' was written, 
the word by which the author expressed his meaning is grown 
perhaps into disrepute, but the remark is still one of ke^n and ob- 
servant discrimination. It refers (at least so I take it) to that 
susceptibility to delicate attentions, that fine sense of the nameless 
and exquisite tendernesses of manner and thought, which constitute 
ia th.e minds of its possessors the deepest undercurrent of life — 
the felt and treasured, but unseen and inexpressible richness of 
affection. It ia rarely found in the characters of men, but it out- 
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weighs, when it is, all grosser qualities — for its possession implies 
a generous nature, purity, fine affections, and a heart open to all 
the sunshine and meaning of the universe. It belongs more to 
the nature of woman ; but, indispensable as it is to her character, 
it is oftener than anything else, wanting. And without it, what 
is she ? What is bye, to a being of such dull sense that she hears 
only its common and audible language, and sees nothing but what 
it brings to her feet, to be eaten, and worn, and looked upon ? 
What is woman, if the impassioned language of the eye, or the 
deepened fullness of the tone, or the tenderness of a slight atten- 
tion, are things unnoticed and of no value ? — one who answers 
you when you apeak, smiles when you teO her she is grave, assents 
barely to the expression of your enthusiasm, but has no dream 
beyond — no suspicion that she has not felt and reciprocated your 
feelings as fully as jou could expect or desire ? It is a matter 
too little looked to. Sensitive and ardent men too often marry 
with a blindfold admiration of mere goodness or loveliness. The 
abandon of matrimony soon dissipates the gay dream, and they 
find themselves suddenly unsphered, linked indissolubly with af- 
fections strangely different from their own, and lavishing then: 
only treasure on those who can neither appreciate nor return it. 
The after-life of such men is a stiflmg solitude of feeling. Their 
avenues of enjoyment are their maniform sympathies, and, when 
these arc shut up or neglected, the heart is dark, and they have 
nothing to do thenceforward but to forget. 

" There are many, who, possessed of the capacity for the more 
elevated affections, waste and lose it by a careless and often un- 
conscious neglect. It is not a plant to grow untendcd. The 
breath of indifference, or a rude touch, may destroy forever its 
delicate texture. To drop Ihe figure, there is a daily attention to 
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th \\Jit t flf 1 tb dtet gth passing 

h d w t f li g wh h 1 I li u^h hf the first 

fh fp'LtiTh^p ipl d earnest 

h t In f a. nt t lif,ht w h tt h b t 1 p t t 
p tt p b( h t n trap 1 t I tt m 

pyftttt d dwmtttnt 

nif t 1 1 d b 1 d t 11 tt I 1 t p 

p t ftt I p t f t dn 

wt h ai d b f tt w Id— a m t tl tt 1 

t ftttaitpp wthfe dhbtlktdt 

p ir d t 

Of p J I tt t iH. d f fi Jc only, 

iiatbpplwtmly tltt d tangible 
matte as tte foregoing ; and I must redeem its character, in ttia 
t only t tory, by copying one of its more practical articles, 
fuTL hit m my own pen and my own coOcge experience, tk : 
— tte st T of 

ALBINA McLUSH. 

I HAVE a passion for fat women. If ttere is anything I bate 
in life, it is wtat dainty people call a spiriludk. Motion — rapid 
motion — a smart, quick, squirrel-like step, a pert, voluble tone — 
in atort, a lively girl — is my esquisite terror ! I would as lief 
tave a diabk petit dancing tis infernal hornpipe on my cerebellum 
as to be in tte room with one. I tave tried before now to 
sctool myself into liking these parcted peas of tumanity. I tave 
followed ttem witt my eyes, and attended to tteir rattle till I was 
as crazy as a fly in a drum. I liavo danced witt ttem, and 
romped witt ttem in tte country, and perilled the salvation of 
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my " wkite tighte" by sitting near them at supper. I swear ofi 
from this moment. I do. I won't — ao — hang me if ever I sLow 
another small, lively, spry woman a civility. 

Albina McLush is divine. She is like the description of the 
Persian beauty by Hafiz ; " her heart is full of passion and her 
eyes ate full of sleep." She is the sister of Lurly McLush, my 
old college ebum, who, as early as his sophomore year, was chosen 
president of the Doke-far-menie Society — no member of which 
was ever known to be surprised at anything — (the college law of 
rising before breakfast excepted.) Lurly introduced me to bia 
sister one day, as be was lying upon a heap of turnips, leaning oa 
his elbow with his head in bis band, in a green lane in the sub- 
urbs. He bad driven over a stnmp, and been tossad out of bia 
^g, and I came up just as he was wondering how in the d— I's 
name be got there ! Albina sat quietly in the gig, and when I 
was presented, requested me, with a delicious drawl, to say no- 
thing abotit the adventure — " it would be so troublesome to re- 
late it to everybody!'' I loved her from that moment. Miss 
Mi,Lush was tall, an! her shape, of its kml, was perf-ct It w^s 
not a fitahy one, ex'ittly, but «he was larjte ind tuU Hor iLm 
wascleai, fine giamed, and tiansparent her temple mi f>ie 
head peiteetly rounded and pobohed, anl her bps and cbin swt.Il 
ing mto a iipe and tempting pout, like the ckit jt a buisted 
apucot And then her eyes — large, liquid and sleepy — thpy 
languished beneath thtir long, bUck fiingea as it they had no 
business with daylight — hke two magnificent dieams, ^uipriscd in 
then let embryos bj some liid nesting cheiul Ok' it wi.i 
lovely to liok into them ' 

Shf sit usuilly upon ifinfeul, with hei lirge full iim em 
bedded m the cushion, sjmetnacs for hours without ^tirriUj; I 
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have Been tlie wind lift the masses of dark haiv from her shoulders 
when it seemed lite the coming to life of a marble Hebe — she had 
been motionless bo loHg. She was a model for a goddess of sleep, 
as she sat with her eyes half closed, lifting up their superb lids 
slowly as you spoke to her, and dropping them ajam with thi. de 
liherat* motion of a cloud, when she had murmmed out her '*jlli- 
hie of assent. Her figure, iu a sitting po-tuie, preaente 1 a gentle 
declivity from the curve of her neck to the mstep of the small 
round foot lying on its side upon the ottoman I lemtmher a 
fellow's bringing her a plate of fruit one evemng He wis nne of 
yotir lively men— a horrid monster, all right auj^les and activity 
Having never been accustomed to hold her own plate, she had not 
well extricated her whole fingers fi'om her binlkcichipt, betoiL he 
set it down in her lap. As it began slowly to slide towards her 
feet, her hand relapsed into the muslin folds, and she fixed her eye 
upon it with a kind of indolent surprise, drooping her lids grad- 
ually, till as the fruit scattered over the ottoman, they closed en- 
tirely, and a lirjuid jet line was alone visible through the heavy 
lashes. There was an impeiial iudi Here nee in it worthy of 
Juno. 

Miss Mcljush rarely walks. When she does, it is with the de- 
liberate majesty of- a Dido. Her small, plump feet melt ffl the 
ground like snow-flakes, and her figui'e sways to the indolent mo- 
tion of her limbs with a glorious grace and yieldingness quite inde- 
scribable. She was idling slowly up the Hall one evening just at 
twilight, with a servant at a short diataacu behind her, who, to 
while away the time between her steps, was employing himself in 
throwing stones at the cows feeding upon the Common. A gentle- 
man, with a natural admiration for her splendid person, addressed 
her. He might have done a more eccentrio thing. Without 
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troubling herself to look at him, she ttinied to her servant and re- 
quested him, with a yawn of desperate ennui, to knock that fellow 
down! John obejed his orders ; and, as his mistress resumed 
her lovmge, picked up a new handful of pebbles, and tossing one 
at tho nearest cow, loitered lazily after. 

Such supreme indolence was iiTCsistible. I gave in — I — who 
never before could summon energy to si^ — I — -to whom a declar- 
ration was but a synonym for perspiration— I — who had only 
thought of love as a nervous complaint, and of women but to pray 
for a good deliverance — I — yes — I — knocked under. Albina 
MoLush ! Thon wert too exquisitely lazy. Human sensibilities 
cannot hold out forever ! 

I found her one morning sipping her coffee at twelve, with her 
eyes wide open. She was just from the bath, and her complexion 
had a soft, dewy transparency, like the cheek of Venus rising 
from the sea. It was fke hour Lurly had told me, when ehe 
would be at the trouble of thinking. She put away with her dim- 
pled forefinger, as I entered, a cluster of rich curls that had fallen 
over her face, and nodded to me like a water-lily swaying to the 
wind when its cup is full of rain. 

" Lady Albina," said I, in my softest tone, " how are you 
to-day .'" 

" Bettina," said she, addressing her maid in a voice as clouded 
and rich as a south wind on an ^olian, " how am I to-day ?" 

The conversation fell into short sentences. The dialogue be- 
came a monologue. I entered upon mj declaration. With the 
assistance of Bettina, who supplied her mistress wifk cologne, I 
kept her attention alive through tie incipient circumstances. 
Symptoms were soon told. I came to the avowal. Her hand lay 
reposing on the arm of the sofa, half buried in a m\is\m foulard , 
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I took it up and pressed the cool, aoft fingers to my lips— unfor- 
bidden. I rose and looked into her eyes for confirmation. De- 
licious creature ! she was asleep ! 

I never have had courage to renew the auhjeit Misa M^Lu^h 
eeems to have forgotten it altogether. Upon zeflection, too, I'm 
convinoed she would not survive the excitement of the ocremony 
unieas, indeed, she should sleep between the responses ind the 
prayer. I am still devoted, however, and if there should come a 
war or an earthcLuake, or if the millenium should coinmin(.e, as it 
is expected, in 1833, or if anj-thiug happens that can keep her 
waking so long, I shall deliver a declaration, abbreviated for me 
by a scholar-friend of mioe, which, be warrants, may bo articulated 
in fifteen minutes— without fatigue. 

n. 

Vacation was over, but Fred and myself were still lingeiing at 
rieming Farm. The roads were impassable, with a premature 
THAW. Perhaps there is nothing SO peculiar in American meteo- 
rology as the phenomenon which I ^one, probably, of all the im- 
prisoned inhabitants of Skaneateles, attributed to a kind and 
" special Providence." Summer had come back, like Napoleon 
from Elba, and astonished usurping Winter in tho plenitude of ap- 
parent possession and security. No cloud foreboded the change, 
as no alarm preceded the apparition of " the child of destiny." 
We awoke on a February morning, with the snow lying chin-deep 
on the earth, and it was June ! The air was soft and warm — the 
sky was clear, and of the mOky cerulean of ohrysop rase—the south 
wind (the same, save his unperfumed wings, who had crept off like 
a satiated lover in October,) stole back suddenly from the tropica, 
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and found his flowery misfiesa asleep and insensible to hia kisses 
beneath her snowy mantle. The sunset warmed back from its 
wintry purple to the golden tints of heat, the stars burned with 
a loss vitreous sparkle, the meteors alid once more lambentlj 
down the eky, and the house-dove sat on the eaves, washing her 
breast in the snow-water, and thinking (like a negleeted wife at a 
caprioioTis return of her truant's tenderness) that the sunshine 
would last for ever ! 

The air was now full of music. The water trickled away under 
the Bnow, and, as you looted around and saw no change or motion 
in the white carpet of the earth, it seemed as if a myriad of email 
bells were ringing under ground— fairies, perhaps, startled in mid- 
revel with the false alarm of summer, and hurrying about with 
their silrer anklets, to wake up the slumbering flowers. The 
mountain-torrents were loosed, and rushed down upon the valleys 
like the Children of the Mist ; and the hoarse war-cry, swelling 
and falling upon the wind, maintained its perpetual undertone, like 
an aocompaniinent of bassoons ; and occasionally, in a sudden lull 
of the breeze, you would hear the click of the undermined snow- 
drifts dropping upon the earth, as if the chorister of spring were 
beating time to tha reviving anthem of nature. 

The snow sunk perhaps a foot in a day, but it was only pei-cep- 
tible to the eye where you could measure its wet mark against a 
tree from which it had fallen away, or by tie rock, from which the 
dissolving bank shnmk and separated, as if rocks and snow were 
as heartless as ourselves, and threw off tAeir friends, too, in their 
extremity ! The low-lying lake, meantime, suiroucded by melt- 
ing mountains, received the abandoned waters upon its frozen bo- 
som, and, spreading them into a placid and shallow lagoon, sepa- 
rate by a crystal plane from its own lower depths, gave them tha 
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repose denied in the more elevated sphere in which lay tliejr 
tirtiiright. And thus — (oh, how full is nature of these gentle 
moralities !) — and thus sometimes do the lowly, whose hosom, like 
the frozen late, is at first cold and unsympathetic to the rich and 
noble, still receive them in adversity, and — when ueighhorhood and 
dependence have convinced them that they are made of the same 
common element — as the lake meJts its dividing and iey plane, and 
mingles the strange waters with its own, do tkey dissolve the un- 
natural harrier of prejudice, and take the humbled wanderer to 
their bosom ! 

The face of the snow lost its daaziing whiteness as tLe thaw 
went ou — as disease steals away the beauty of those we love — but 
it was only in the distance, where the sun threw a shadow into the 
irregular pits of the dissolving surface. Near t<i the eye (as the 
dying one pressed to the bosom), it was still of its original beauty, 
unchanged and spotless. And now you are tired of my loitering 
speculations, geutle reader, and we will retuni (please Heaven, 
only on paper !) to Edith Linsey. 

The roads were at last reduced to what is expressively called, 
in New England, slosh, (in New York, posft, but equally descrip- 
tive), and Fred received a hint from the judge that the mail had 
arrived in the usual time, and his beaux jours were at an end. 

A slighter thing than my departure would have been suf&cient 
to stagger Ihe tottering spirits of Edith. We were sitting at 
table wheu the letters came in, and the dates were announced that 
proved the opening of the roads ; and I scarce dared to turn my 
eyes upon the pale face that I could just see had di-opped upon 
her bosom. The next instant there was a general confusion, and 
she was carried lifeless to her ehamhor. 

A note, scarcely legible, was put into my hand iu the coui-se of 
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the evening, re-juosHng me to sit up for her in the library. She 
would come to me, she said, if she btia strength 

It waa a night of extraordinary beauty. The full moon was 
high in the heavens at midnight, and there had been a slight 
shower soon after sunset, which, with the elearing-np wind, had 
frozen thinly into a most fragile rime, and glazed everything, open 
to the sky, with transparent crystal. The distant forest looked 
serried witi metallic trees, dazdingly and unspeakably gorgeous ; 
and, as the night-wind stirred through them and shook their crys- 
tal points in the moonlight, the a^-egated stars of heaven spring- 
ing from their Maker's hand to the spheres of their destiny, or 
the march of the host of the archangel Michael with their irra- 
diate spear-points glittering in the air, or the iJiamond beds of 
central earth thrust up to the san in some throe of the uDiverse, 
would, each or all, have been well bodied forth by such similitude. 

It was an hour after midnight when Edith was supported in by 
her maid, and, choosing her own position, sunk into the broad 
window-seat, and lay with her head on my bosom, and her face 
turned outwaid to the gJittering night. Her eyes had become, I 
thought, unnaturally bright, and she spoke with an exhausted faint- 
ness that gradually strengthened to a tone of the most thrilling and 
melodious sweetness. I shall never get that music out of my brain ' 

"PhOip !" she said. 

"I hsten, dear Edith !" 

"I am dying." 

And she looked it, and I believed her ; and my heart sunk to 
its deepest abyss of wretchedness with the conviction. 

She wont on to talk of death. It was the subject that pressed 
most upon her mind, and she could scarce fail to bo eloquent on 
any subject. She was very eloquent on this. I was so impressed 
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with the manner in which she seemed almost lo rhapsodize be- 
Uveen the poiioils; of bor faintaess, as she lay in my arms that 
night, that every word she uttered is still fresh in my memoiy 
She seemed to forget my presence, and to commune with her own 
thoughts aloud. 

" I recollect," she said, " when I was strong and well, (years 
ago, dear Philip !) I left my books, on a morning m May, and 
looking up to find the course of the wind, started off alone for a 
walk mto ite very eye. A moist steady breeze came from the 
southwest, driving before it fragments of the dispersed clouds. 
The air was elastic and clear ; a freshness that entered freely at 
every pore was coming up, mingled with the profuse perfume of 
grass and flowers ; the colors of the new, tender foliage were par- 
ticularly soothing to an eye pained with close attention — and the 
just perceptible murmur of the drops shaken from the trees, and 
the peculiarly soft rustle of the wet leaves, made as much music 
as an ear accustomed to the silence of solitude could well relish. 
Altogether, it was one of those rarely-tempered days when every 
sense is satisfied, and tlie mind is content to lie still, with its com- 
mon thoughts, and simply enjoy. 

" I had proceeded perhaps a mile — my forehead held up to the 
wind, my hiur blowing back, and the blood glowing in my cheeks 
with the most vivid flash of exercise and health — when I saw, com- 
ing toward me, a man apparently in middle life, hut wasted by 
illness to the extremest emaciation. His lip was colorless, his 
skin dry and white, and his sunken eyes had that espression of 
inquiring earnestness which comes always with impatient sickness. 
He raised his head, and looked steadily at me as I came on. My 
lips were open, and my whole air must have been that of a person 
in the most exulting enjoyment of health. I was just against him. 
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gliding past with an elastic step, when, with his eye still fixed on 
me, he half turned, and, in a voice of inexpressible meaning, ex- 
claimed, ' Merciful Heaven ! how well she is ." I passed on, with 
his voice still ringing in mj ear. It haunted me like a tone in 
tlie air. It was repeated in the echo of my tread— in the pant- 
ing of my heart. I felt it in the beating of the strong pulse In 
my temples. As if it were strange that I should be so well ! I 
had never before realized that it eould be otherwise. It seemed 
impossible to me that my strong limbs should fail me, or the pure 
blood I felt bounding so bravely through my veins could be reached 
and tainted by disease. How should it come ? If I ate, would 
it not nourish me ? If I slept, would it not refresh me ? If I came 
out in the cool, free air, would not my lungs heave, and my 
muscles spring, and my face feel its grateful freshness .'' I held 
out my arm, for the first time in my life, with a doubt of its 
strength. I closed my hand unconsciously, with a fear it would 
not obpy. I drew a deep breath, to feel if it was difficult t« 
breathe ; and even my hounding step, that was elastic then as a 
lawn's, seempd to my excited imagination already to liave become 
decrepit and feeble. 

" I walked on, and thought of death. I had never before done 
BO definitely ; it was like a terrible shape that had always pursued 
me dimly, but which I had never before turned and looked steadily 
on. Strange ! that we can live so constantly with that threaten- 
ing hand hung over us, and not think of it always ! Strange ! that 
we can use a limb, or enter with interest into any pursuit of 
time, when we know that our continued life is almost a daily 
miracle ! 

" How difficult it is to realize death ! How difficult it is to be- 
lieve that the hand with whose every vein you are familiar, will 
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ever lose its motion and its waraith ? That tho ijuiok eye, which 
is so restless now, will settle and gi-ow dull > That the refined 
lip, which BOW shiiaks so sensitively from defilement, will not feei 
the earth lying upon it, and the tooth of the feeding worm ? That 
the free breath will be choked, and the forehead be pressed heavily 
on by the decaying coffin, and the light and air of heaven be shut 
quite out ; and this very body, warm, and breathing, and active 
as it is now, will not feel uneasiness or pain ? I could not help 
looking at my frame, as these thoughts crowded on me; and I 
confess I almost doubted my own convictions — there was so much 
strength and quickness in it — my hand opened so freely, and my 
nosti'ils expanded with such a satisfied thirst to the moist air. 
Ah ! it is hard to believe at firat that we must die ! harder still 
to believe and realize the repubive circumstances that follow that 
terrible change ! It is a bitter thought, at the lightest. There is 
little comfort in knowing that the soul will not be there — that && 
sense and the mind, that feel and measure suffering, will be gone. 
The separation is too great a mystery to satisfy fear. It is the 
body that we know. It is this material frame in which the 
affections have grown up. The spirit is a mere thought — a 
presence that we are told of, but do not see. Philosophiae as we 
will, the idea of existence is connected indissolubly with the 
visible body, and its pleasant and familiar senses. We talk of, 
and believe, the soul's ascent to its Maker ; but it is not ourselves 
— it is not our own conscious breathing identity that wo send up 
in imagination through the invisible air. It is some phantom, that 
is to issue forth myateriously, and leave us gazing on it in wonder. 
"We do not understand, we cannot realize it. 

" At the time I speak of, my health had been always unbroken. 
Since then, I have known disease in many forms, and have had, 
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of course, move time and occasion for the contemplation of death, 
I tave nevoi', till late, known resignation. With my utmost 
energy, I was merely able, in other days, to look upon it with 
quiet despair ; as a terrible, unavo dahle e^ 1 I lememl er one 
after seyere suffering for weeks I ove heard th pLy c an tell ag 
my mother that I must die, an 1 t th t mon ent the tho 1 1 

never left me. A thin line of 1 It a e m h tween the h tt r 
of the south window ; and, with this one th ght fiste ed on my 
mind, like the vuHur of Prom theu I lay and watched t 1 y 
after day, a& it pas ed with it n pprccpt 1 Is i ro^e t. ver tl 
folds of my ourtnins The list fi nt gl am of saniet never faded 
from its damask edge, without an inexpressible sinking of my 
heart, and a behet that I should see its pleasant light no more. I 
turned from the window when even imagination could find the 
daylight no longer there, and felt my pulse and lifted my head to 
try my remaining strength. And then every object, yes, even 
the meanest, grew unutterably dear to me ; my pillow, and the 
cup with which my lipa wore moistened, and the cooling amber 
which I had held in my hand, and pressed to my burning lips 
when the fever was on me— everything that was connected with 
life, and that would remain among the living when I was gone. 

" It is strange, but, with all this clinging to the world, my affec- 
tion for the living decreased sensibly. I grew selfish in my weak- 
ness. I could not bear that they should go from my chamber into 
the fresh air, and have no fear o^ sickness and no pain. It seemed 
unfeeling fiat they did not stay and breathe the close atmosphere 
of my room — at least till I was dead. How could they walk 
routtd so carelessly, and. look on a fellow-creature dying helplessly 
and unwillingly, and never shed a tear ! And then the passing 
courtesies exchanged with the family at the door, and the quick- 
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encd step on the sidewalk, and the wandering looks about my 
room, even while I was answering with my difficult breath their 
cold inquiries ! There was an inKuman carelessaesa in all this 
that stung me to the soul. 

" I craved sympathy as I did life ; and yet I doubted it all. 
There was not a word spoken, by the friends who were admitted to 
see me, that I did not jonder over when they were i;one, and al- 
ways with an uupatient diisatisfaition The tone, auJ the man 
ner, and the espre'-icn of face, ail seemid toKed , and ofta^a, m 
my earlier sicknes", when I had pondered tor hours on the ix 
pressed sympathy of some one I had \o\ ed, the sense of utter 
helplessness, whieh crowded on me with my conviction of their 
insineerity, quite overcame me I have hin, nidit ittei night, 
and looked at my indifferent watubors : and oh, huw I hated them 
for their careless ease, and their snatched moments of repose ! I 
could scarce keep from dashing aside the cup they came to give 
me so sluggishly. 

" It is singular that, with all our esporienee of sickness, we 
do not attend more to these slight circumstances. It can scarce 
be conceived how an ill-managed light, or a suppressed whisper- 
ing, or a careless change of attitude, in the presence of one whoso 
senses are so sharpened, and whose mind is so sensitive as a sick 
person's, irritate and annoy And, perhaps, more than these to 
bear, is the affectedly subdued tone of condolence. I remember 
nothing which I enduied lO impatiently. 

" Annoyances IJte these, however, scarcely diverted for a mo- 
ment the one gieat thought of death. It became at last femiliar, 
but, if possible, moie dreadfitlly horrible from that very fact. It 
was giving it a new character. I realized it more. The minute 
ojreumstances became nearer and more real — I tried the position 
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in wtich I should lie in my coffin — I lay, with my arms to my 
aiilo, and my feet together, and, with the cold sweat standing 
in large drops on my lip, composed my features into a forced ex- 
pression of tranqiullity, 

" I awoke on the second morning after the hope of my recovery 
had been ahandoned. There was a narrow sunbeam lying in a 
clear crimson line across the cuitiin, and 1 lay and watched the 
specks of lint sailing through it, like silver-winged insiects, and 
the (tin dust, quivering and di^Jippeinug on ita definite limit, 
in a dream of wonder. I had thought not to see another sun, and 
uiy mind was still freah with the esptctation of an immediate 
change ; I could not believe that I was alive. Ths dizzy throb in 
my temples wis done , my limbs felt coo! and refreshed ; my 
mml hid that tpeimg of tiansparency which is common after 
b[.althfiil and sweet sleep , and an indefinite sensation of pleasure 
tiembled m eveiynene I thought that this might be death, and 
that, wili this eiifui-it? fi,elini' of lepo^e, I was to linger thus 
< onsen lufely with the bod> till the last day; and I dwelt on it 
pleasantly, with my delicious freedom from pain. I felt no regret 
fur life — none for a friend even : I was willing — quite willing — to 
he thus for ages. Presently the physician entered ; he came and 
laid his fingers on -my pulse, and his face brightened. 'You will 
got well,' he said, and I heard it almost without emotion. Gradu- 
ally, however, the love of life returned; and, as I realized itfuily, 
and all the thousand cords which bound me to it vibi-ated once 
more, the tears came thickly to my eyes, and a crowd of delightful 
thoughts pressed cheerfully and glowingly upon me. No language 
can do justice to the pleasure of convalescence from extreme sick- 
ness. The first ^ttp upon the living grass — the first breath of 
free air — the fiist un'^ujipie^sed salutation of a friend — my faint- 
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iniT heart, dear Philip, rallies and quickens even now ivith tbo 
recollection." 

I have tlirown into a continuous stiain what was muimured to 
mo between pauses of feintness, and with difficulty of breath that 
seemed overpowered only by the mastery of the eloquent spirit 
apparently trembling on its departure. I believed Edili Linsey 
would die that night ; I believed myself listening to words spoken 
almost from heaven ; and if I have wearied you, dear reader, wifh 
what must be more interesting to me than to you, it is because 
every syllable was burnt like enamel into my soul, in my bound- 
less reverence and love. 

It was two o'clock, and she still lay breaihing painfully in ray 
arms. I had thrown up the window, and ttesoft south wind, stirring 
gently among the tinkling icicles of the trees, came in, warm and 
genial, and she leaned over to inhale it, as if it came from the 
source of life. The stars burned gloriously in the heavens ; and, in 
a respite of her pain, she laid back her head, and gazed up at them 
with an inarticulate motion of her lips, and eyes so unnaturally 
kindled, that I thought reason had abandoned her. 

" How beautiful are the stars to-night, Edith !" I said, with 
half a fear that she would answer me in madness. 

" Yea," she said, putting my hand (that pressed her closer, 
involuntarily, to my bosom) first to her lips — " Yes ; and, beautiful 
as they are, they are all accurately numbered and governed, and, 
just as they burn now, have they burned since the creation, never 
' faint in their watches,' and never absent from their place. How 
glorious they are ! How thrilling it is to soe them stand with such 
a constant silence in the sky, unstcadied and unsupported, obey- 
ing the great law of their Maker ! What pm-e and silvery light it 
is ! How steadily it pours from those small firantains, giving 
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every spot of earth its due portion ! The hovel and the palace 
shone upon equally, and the shepherd gets as broad a heam as 
king, and these few rajs that are now streaming into my ft 
eyes were meant and lavished only for me ! I have often thought 
— has it never occurred to you, dear Philip ? — how ungrateful we 
are, to call ourselves poor, when there is so much that no poverty 
ean take away ! Clusters of silver rays from every star in these 
heavens are mine. Every hreezo that breaks on my forehead was 
sent for my refreshment. Eveiy tinkle and ray from those stir- 
ring and glistening icicles, and the invigorating freshness of this 
unseasonable and delicious wind, and moonlight, and sunshine, 
and the glory of the planets, are all gifts that poverty could not 
take away ; it is not often that I forget these treasures ; for I have 
loved nature, and the skies of night and day, in all their changes, 
from my childhood, and they have been unspeakably dear to me ; 
for, in them, I see the evidence of an Almighty Maker, and, in the 
excessive beauty of the stars and the unfading and equal splen- 
dor of their steadfast fires, I see glimpses of an immortal life, and 
find an answer to the eternal questioning within me ! 

" Three ! Tho village clock reaches us to-night Nay, the 
wind can not harm me now. Turn me more to the window, for I 
would look nearer upon the stars ; it is the last time — I am sure 
of it— the very last ! Yet to-morrow night those stars wiU all be 
there — not one missing from the sky, nor shining one ray the Jess 
because I am dead ! It is strange that this thought shotdd bo so 
bitter — strange that the companionship should be SO close between 
our earthly affections and those spiritual worlds — and stranger yet, 
that, satisfied as we must bo that we shall know them nearer and 
better when released from our flesh, we still cling so fondly to our 
earthly and imperfect vision. 1 feel, Pliilip, that I shall t 
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hereafter every star in those bright heavens. If the course of 
that career of knowledge, which I believe in my soul it will he the 
reward of the blessed to mn, be djtaiiniaed in any degree by the 
strong desires that yearn so 'ycLeninpily within us, I see the thou- 
sand gates of mj future heaven «hining at this instint ^boTe me. 
There they are ' the cltigtenn;; Plpiadps, with 'thur sweet in- 
fluences;' and the moininfr stir, melting into the east with its 
transcendeat laBibcncy and whiteness , and the hio»d galaxy, with 
its myriads ef blight spheres, dissolving into each other's light, 
and belting the heavens hfce a girdle I shill see them all ! I 
shall know thtm and their inhabitints is the angels of God know 
them ; the mystery of their order, and the secret of their wonder- 
ful harmony, and tJie duration uf their appointed courses-— all will 
be made clear !" 

I have trespassed again, moit indulgent reader, on the limits of 
these Procrustean papers. I must defer the " change" that 
*' came o'er the spirit of my dream" till another mood and time. 
Meanwhile, you may consider Edith, if you like, the true heart 
she thought herself, (and I thought her,) during her nine deaths 
in the library ; and you will have leisure to imagine the three 
years over which we shall skip with this finale, iluiing which I 
made a journey to the north, and danced out a winter in John Bull's 
territtivies at Quebec — a circumstance I allude to, no less to record 
the hospitalities of the garrison of that time, (this was in '27 — were 
you there ?) than to pluck forth, from Time's hindermost wallet, 
a modest copy of verses I addressed thence to Edith. She sent 
them back to me considerably mended ; but I give you tlie 
original draught, scorning her finger in my poesies : — 
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As, gazing on Ihe Fleiadea, 

We count each fair and starry one, 
Set wander from the light of these 

To muse upon the ' Pleiad gone ;' — 
As, heading o'er fteah-gatlieted flowers, 

The rose's most enchanting hue 
RemindG ue but i,[ other houis, 

Whose Toses were all lovely, too ; — 
So, dearest, when I rove among 

The bright ones of this northern sky, 
And mark the smile, and list the song, 

And watch the dancers gliding by — 
The fairer still they seem to be, 

The more it stirs a thought of thee. 

The sad, sweet hells of twilight chime, 

Of many hearts may touch but one, 
And so this seeming careless rhyme 

Will whisper to thy heart alone, 
I give it to the winds. The bird. 

Let loose, to his far nest will flee. 
And love, though breathed but on a word, 

Will find thee, over land and sea. 
Though clouds across the sky have driven, 

We trust the star at last will shine ; 
And, like the very light of heaven, 

I trust thy love — IruM IhoH in hrb*. 
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Seller tlian near to morning. 

Kmght. Fickle child ! 

Are they more fair in Iwllighl ! 

■Boy- Msster, no ! 

Brighter, as night wears on-Jul Ifm-grt 
Their beauty, JooMng m Ihem loa^ ."' 

" SiK F.Bi.K," an vnpublishid Fob 

It vras a September night at the nniyersity. On the n 
was to appear upon the stAge as the winner of the first honors of 
my year. I was the envy— the admiration— in some degree the 
wonder, of the collegiate town in which the university stands ; for 
I had commenced my career as the idlest and most riotous of 
freshmen . What it was that had suddenly made me enamored of my 
chambers and my books— that had saddened my manners and 
softened my voice— that liad given me a disgust to champagne and 
my old allies, in favor of cold water and the Platonists— that, in 
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Bbort, had nietaiiiorpliosed, na Bob Wilding would liavo said, a 
gen llo mac-like rake and v/mricii into so dull a thin;^ as an cxeni- 
plary acatloniieian — was past the divining of moat of my ac<iiiaint- 
ancea. Oh, once-loved Edith ! hast thou any inkling, in thy 
downward metempsychosis, of the philosophy of this marvel ? 

If yon were to set a poet to make a town, with carte blaiiche as 
to trees, gardens, and green blinds, he would probably turn out 
very much such a place as New Haven. (Supposing your edu- 
cation m geogiaphy to have been neglected, dear reader, this is 
the second capital of Connecticut, a half-rural, half-metropolitan 
town, Ijmg between a precipice that makes the fag-cad of the 
Green Motmtams and a haodsonie bay in Long-Ialand Soand.) 
The fii'jt thought of the inventor of New Haven was to lay out the 
Btieete in parallelugiams, and the second was to plant them, fcom 
suburb to water-side, with the magnificent elms of the country. 
The result is, that, at the end of fifty years, the town is buried in 
leaves. If it were not for the spires of the churches, a bird, flying 
over on his autumn voyage to the Floridaa, would never mention 
having seen it in his travels. It is a glorious tree, the elm — and 
those of the place I speak of are famous, eveu in our land of trees, 
for their surprising size and beauty. With the curve of their 
stems in the sky, the long weepers of their outer and lower branches 
drop into the street, fanning your face as you pass under with 
their geranium-like leaves ; and close overhead, interwoven like 
the ti-ellis of a vine, they break up the light of the sky into golden 
flecks, and make you, of the common highway, a bower of the 
most approved secludedness and beauty. The houses are some- 
thing between an Italian palace and an English cottage — built of 
wood, but, in the dim light of thise overshadowing trees, as fair 
to the eye as marble, with their triennial coats of paint ; and each 
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stands in tha ini,l.t .f its own , nculmg grasa-plot, half Wned lu 
vmesandfloiKrs, ault^cmgoufwaids fiom a cluatei uf gaidena 
dhidod by slendw pilin^^, and filling up, with fimt tiee. and 
Bummer-bonsea, the squaie on whose hmit it slinda Th-n, like 
the vari-eoloiedpiialHogiams npon a chessboat d, gi een openmo-a 
are left tlroughout the town, frmged with tuple and mterw^aM^g 
elm-rows, the long and weeping branches sweeping downward t^ 
the grass, and, with tieir enclosing shadows, keeping moist and 
cool the road they overhang ; and fair forms (it is the garden of 
American beauty— New Haven) flit about in the green light in 
pi-hniti^-e security, and freedom, and you would think the place, if 
you alit upon it in a summer's evening— what it seems to me now 
in memory, and what I have made it in this Eosa-Matilda de- 
scription— a scene from Boceacio, or a vision from long-lost Arcady. 
New Haven ii ay have eight thousand inhabitonts. Its steamers 
run to New Yo k in s_shou ^ (or did, in my tim^-I have ceased 
to be astonished on that saiJ-ject, and should not wonder if they 
did It soon in oji— a t ifleofajventj milesup the Sound), and the 
ladies go up in the mo n ng f jr a yard of bobbin, and return at 
night, and the gentl m n the same for a stroll in Broadway; and 
it is to this eii cumstance that while it preserves its rural exterior, 
it is a very metropolitan place in the character of its society. The 
Amaryllis of the pretty cottage you admii'e wears the fashion 
twenty days fi^om Paris, and bev shepherd has a coat from Nugco, 
the divine peculiarity of which is not yet suspected east of Bond 
street ; and, in the newspaper, hanging out of the window, there is 
news, red-hot with the velocity of its arrival, from Russia and the 
Eooky Mountains, from the sources of the Mississippi and the brain 
of Monsieur Eerbaalt. Distance is an imaginary quantity, and 
Time, that used to give everything tlie go-by, lias come to a stand- 
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atill, in his astonishment. There will he a proposition in Congress, 
ere long, to do mithont. him altogether — every new thing " saves 
time" so marvellously. 

Bright as seems to me this seat of my Alma Mator, however, 
and gayly as I describe it, it is to me, if I may so express it, a 
picture of memory glazed and put away ; if I see it ever ag^n, 
it will he hut to walk through its embowered streets by a midnight 
moon. It is vain and heart-breaking to go back, after absence, to 
any spot of earth of which the interest was the human love whose 
home and cradle it had been. But there is a period in our lives 
when the heart fuses and compounds with the tkiii^ about it, and 
the close enamel with which it overruns and binds, in the affections, 
and which hardens in the lapse of years, till the immortal germ 
within is not more durable and unwasting, warms never again, nor 
softens ; and there is nothing on earth so mournful and unavailing 
as to return to the scenes which are unchanged, and look to return 
to ourselves and others as we were when we thus knew them. 

Yet we think (I judge you by my own soul, gentle reader !) that 
it is others — not we — who are changed ! We meet the friend 
that we loved in our youth, and it is ever he who is cold and al- 
tered ! We take the hand that we bent over with our passionate 
kisses in boyhood, and our raining tears when we last parted, and 
it is ever hers that returns not the pressure, and ker eyes, and 
not ours — oh, not mtrs ! — that look hack the moistened and once 
famOiar regard with a dry lid and a gaze of stone ! Oh, God ! it 
is ever Ae— the friend you have worshipped — for whom you would 
have died— who gives you the tips of his fingers, and greeta you 
with a phrase of fashion, when you would rush into his bosom, and 
break your heart with weeping out the imprisoned tenderness of 
years! I could cai've out the heait from my bosom, and fling 
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it with a malison into tte sea, ivhcn I tliiuk liow iittci'ly and wovso 
than useless it is, in this world of mocking nauips ! Yet " love" 
and " friendship" are words that read well. Yon oould scarce 
spare tiem in poetry. 

II. 
It was, as I have said, a moonlight niglit of unparalleled splen- 
dor. The mon-ow was the college anniversjiij— the day of the 
departure of the senior class — and the town, which is, as it were, 
a part of the university, was in the usual tumult of the gayest and 
saddest evening of the year. The night was warm, and the houses, 
of which the drawing-rooms are all on a level with the gavdens in 
the rear, and through which a long hall stretches like a ball-room, 
ware thrown open, doors and windows, and the thousand students 
of the university, and the crowds of their fnends, and the hosts of 
strangers drawu to the place at this season by the annual festivities, 
and the families, every one with a troop of daughters, (as the 
leaves on our trees, compared with (hose of old countries — three 
to one — so are our sons and ! u 1 te s ) we e 1! tf g without 
lamps in the moon-lit rooms o st olbn^ tog the lovers and 
friends, in the fragi'ant garde ? o lookmg out pon the street, 
returning the gi-eetings of the pas. e s by or w th heads uncovered, 
pacing backward and forward 1 e th t! e elms b f e ha door — 
the whole scene one that the angels in heaven might make a holy- 
There were a hundred of my fellow-seniors — young men of from 
eighteen to twenty-four — every one of whom was passing the last 
evening, of the four most impressible and attaching years of his 
life, with the family in which he had been most intimate, in a town 
where refinement and education had done their utmost upon the 
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society, and wliich was renowned thiougliout America for the ex- 
traordinary teauty of its women. Tliey liad come from every 
State in the Union, and the Georgian and the Verniontese, the 
Kentuckian and the Virginian, were to start alike on the morrow- 
night with a lengthening chain for home, each hearing away the 
hearts he had attached to hun, (one or more !) and leaving hia 
own, till, like the magnetized needle, it should drop away with the 
weakened attraction ; and there was prohahly hut one that night 
in the departing troop who was not whispering, in some throhhing 
ear, the passionate, hut vam and mocking avowal of fidelity in love ! 
And yet I had had my atUchments, too ; and tJfere was scarce a 
house in that leafy and murmuiing paradise of friendship and trees, 
that would not have hailed me with acclamation had I entered the 
door ; and I make this record of kindness and hospitality, (unfor- 
gotten after busy years of vicissitude and travel,) with the hope 
that there may yet live some memory as constant as mine, and 
that some eye will read it with a warmth ia its lid, and some lip 

some OT^e at least — murmur, " I remeraher him !" Thei-e are 

trees in that towa whose drooping leaves I could press to my lips 
with an afleetion as passionate as if they were human, though the 
lips and voices that have endeared them to me are as changed as 
the foliage upon the branch, and would recognise my love as 
coldly. 

There was one, I say, who walked the thronged pavement alono 
that night, or hut with such company as Uhland's ;* yet the heart 
« Almost the sweetest thing I remember is the German poet's thought 
when crossing the ferry to hie wife and child :— 

'^ Take, bQStmon ! thrice thy fee, 
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of that solitary senior was tnr from lonely. The palm of years of 
ambition was in his grasp — the reward of daily sslf-denial and 
midnight watching — the prize of a straining mind and a yearning 
desire ; and there was not one of the many wSio spoke of him that 
Bight in those crowded rooms, either to rejoice in Ms suooess or 
to wonder at its attainment, who had the shadow of an idea what 
Bpli it sat iippermost In his bosom. Oh ! how common is this ig- 
noiance of human motives ! How distant, and slight, and unsus- 
pected, are the springs often of the most desperate achievement ! 
How little the world knows for what the poet writes, the scholar 
toils, the politlciaH sells his soul, and the soldier perils his life ! 
And how insignificant and unequal to the result would seem these 
inyisihle wires, could they be traced back from the hearts whose 
innermost resource and faculty they have waked and exhausted ! 
It is a startling thing to question even your own soul for its motive. 
Ay, even in trifles. Ten to one you are sui-prised at the answer. 
I have asked myself, while writing this sentence, whose eye it is 
most meant to please ; and, as I live, the face that is coHJured up 
at my bidding is one of whom I have not had a definite thought 
for years. I would lay my life she thinks at this instant I have 
forgotten her very name. Yet I know she will read this page with 
an interest no other could awaken, striving to ti-ace in it the 
changes that have come over me since we parted. I know, (and 
I knew ft^en., though we never exchanged a word save infiiendship,) 
that she devoted her innei-most soul, when we strayed together by 
that wild river in the West, (dost thou remember it, dear fiiend ? 
for now I speak to thee !) to the study of a mind and character 
of which she thought better than the world or their possessor ; 
and I know — oh, how tcdl I know ! — that, >Yith husband and child- 
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ren around her, whom she loves and to whom sh« is devoted, tha 
memory of me is laid away in her heart, like a fond, hut iueom- 
plete dream, of what oucb seemed possible — the feeling with which 
the mother looks on her witless boj, and loves hhn more for what 
he mght have been, than his brothers for what they are ! 

I scarce tnow what thread I dropped to take up this impTovisla. 
digression (for, hie " Opportunity and the Hows," I " never 
look back ;"•) hut let us return to the shadow of the thousand 
oliiis of New Ha(''Ti 

The Gascon thought his own thucdLi and bghtnmg superiov to 
that of other countne«, but I must run the hazaid of your in- 
credulity as well, mprefejimt, in \meiican moon In Greece 
and Asia Mmoi, pe^hips (; agton?— she was flist worsliipped 
there), Cytherifl shines aa brightly; but the Ephesian of Con- 
necticut sees the flaws upon the pearly buckler of the goddess, as 
does the habitant of no other clime. His eye lies close to the 
moon. There is no film, and no visible beam, in the clarified 
atmosphere. Her light is less an emanation than a presence— 
the difference between the water in a thunder-shower and the 
depths of the sea. The moon struggles to you in England— she 
b all about you, like an element of the air, in America. 

The night was breathless, and the fragmented light lay on the 
pavement in motionless stars, as clear and definite in their edges 
as if the " patines of bright gold" had dropped through the trees, 
and lay glittering beneath my feet. There was a kind of dark- 
ness visible in the streets, overshadowed as thoy were by the 
massy and leaf-burthened elms, and, as I looked tlirough the 
houses, standmg in obscurity myself, the gardens seemed full of 

« Walter Savage LancJor. 
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daylight — the unobstruot(.d moon pnured with sucli a flood of 
radiance on the flowery alley* withm, inJ th ii gij tmnp'f uf 
proraenadera. And, as I distinguished one and another famiboj 
friend, with a foi-m as familiai ebagiBg to his side, and, with 
drooping head and with faltering step, listening oi replying, (I 
well knew), to the avowals ot lo^e and tiuth, I murinuied m 
thought, to my own far away, but ncier-foi gotten Edith, a ■vow as 
deep — ay, deeper than theiis, as myBpiiit and heis hid been 
aouiided hy the profoimdei plnmmpt of aoncn and separation 
How the voiy moonliglit — how the stars of heaYsa — how the balm 
in the air, and the languor of summer night in my indolent frame, 
seemed, in those hours of loneliness, ministers at the passionate 
altar-fires of my love ! Forsworn and treacherous Edith ! do I 
live to write this for thine eye ? 

I linger upon these tiifles of the past — these hours for which I 
would have borrowed wings when they wave here — and, as then 
they seemed but the flowering promise of happiness, tbey seem 
now like the fntit, enjoyed and depaited. Past oaAfrUnre bliss 
there would seem to be in the world — knows any one of such a 
commodity in the prescni ? I have not seen it in my travels. 

III. 

I was strolling on, through one of the most fashionable and ro- 
mantic streets (when did these two words ever before find them- 
selves in a sentence together :) when a drawing-room with which 
I was very familiar, lit, unlike most othei* on that bright night, 
by a suspended lamp, and crowded with company, attracted ray 
attention for a moment. Between the house and the street there 
was a slight shrubbery, shut in by a white paling, just sufficient to 
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^ve an air of seclusion to the low windows without ( 
thorn from the passer-hy, and, with the freedom of an old visiter, 
I unconsciously stopped, and looked unobserved into the rooms. It 
was tJie residence of a migoificent girl, who wt^ generally known 
as the Connectiout beauty— a smguhi mstanee m Ameiica of 
what is called m England &fine. womin CU ith us that word ap- 
plies whollj tD moial quilitiPS ) She was as large as Juno, and 
agi-eatdeal hand'iimer, if th? jamteii hive done that much 
snubbed godle=s justio She wi'i a " lock of beauty" punted 
with virgin type , and thit, by the way, suggests to me whtt I 
have all mv life been tiymg to express— that some worn n seem 
wi-oni'ht of ntu materul altogether, apropos to otheis who leem 
mortal recfesn/Vs— as if tveiy limb and tea lure hi! been used, 
and got out of bhape, in some other person's berMte Ihe Kdy I 
speak of looktd mu — in d her name was Isidnri 

She was standing just under the lamp, with a single lose m her 
hair, listening to a handiome coxcomb of a classmate of mine 
with e^•idellt pi aeuie She was a gieat fool (did I mention that 
before ?) but weak, and vacant, -ind mnoeent of an idea as she 
was, Faustma w IS not moie natuially majestic, nor Psjche (sojf 
ette en grande) moie diMuely and meimnfh ^laeefiil Lnvebnesa 
and fascination came to her as dew and sunshine U the fl w is, 
and she obejed her inshnct, as they theirs, and was h Iplessly, 
and without design, the loveliest thinir m natuie 1 do n t ■, e, 
for my part, why all women should not b? so Thej aie is use- 
ful as floweis , thej peip tuate our species 

I was looking at hei with lueoistibk admiiation, when a fi^e 
stepped out f om the thadow of a tree anl my chum, monitor, 
and ally, Job Sn ith f f wl jra I !n%e befii =] ok n f in ooitim 
historical papei ), lai 1 his hand on mj ahjulki 
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" Bo you know, my dear Job," I said, in a solemn tone of ad- 
monition, "that blind John was imprisonad for looking into 
people's windows?" 

But Job was not in the vein for pleasantry. Tlie light fell on 
his face as I spoke to hira, and a more haggard, almost blasted 
expression of countenance, I Dever saw even in a madhouse. I 
well know he had loved the splendid girl who stood unconsciously 
in our sight, since his first year in college ; but, that it would ever 
so master him, or that he conld link his monstrous deformity, even 
in thought, with that radiant vision of beauty, was a thing that I 
thought as probable as that hirsute Pan would tempt from her 
sphere the moon that kissed Endymion. 

" I have been standing here, looking at Isidora, ever since yon 
left me," said he. (We had parted three hours before, at twi- 
light.) 

" And why not go in, in the name of common sense .'" 

" Oh ! Heavens, Phil ! — with this demon in my heart ? Can 
you see my face in this light r" 

It was too tnie — he would have frightened the household gods 
from their pedestals. 

" But what would you do, my dear Job ? TV'hy come here to 
madden yourself with a sight you must have known you would 

" Pha ?" 

" What, my dear boy ?" 

" Will you do mc a kindness ?" 

" Certainly." 

" Isidora would do anything you wished her to do." 

" Um ! with a reseiTation, my dear chum !" 

" But she would give you the rose that is in her hair." 
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"Witliout a doubt." 

" And for mc — if you tokl iior it waa for me. "Would she 
not .'" 

" Peihaps. Uut will that eontout you ?" 
" It Tvill soften my despair. I will never look on hor face 
more ; but I should like my last sight of her to be associated 
with kindness ?" 

Poor Job ! how true it is that " affection ia a fire which kind- 
leth as well in the bt imble as in the oik, -md tatoh th hold where 
it fiii,t lighteth, not wheie it may best hum " I do believe in 
mj hejit (hit the boul m thee was designed for i presentable 
toly — thy instincts weie «o inviiiably mistnken When didst 
thou ever think a thought, ti =tir hand or foot, that it did not 
aeem prompted, monster though thou wert, bj eonncious good- 
looking-ness ' What a lying similitude it was that waa written on 
every blank page in thy Lexicon ' Laika that mount in the air, 
build their nests below in the earth ; and women who cast their 
eyes upon kings, may place their hearts upon vassals." Apelles 
must have been better looking than Alexander, when Campaspe 
said tbat ! 

As a general thing you may ask a friend freely to break any 
three of the commandments, i y u b t j u hould hesi- 

tate to require of friendship a laf n f t q tf I was in a 
round jacket and boots, and t wa a d s n n throughout 
New Haven. I looked at my du t d f f wh n Job asked 

me to enter a soiree upon his and and pa d my thumb and 
finger around the edge of my white jacket ; but I loved Job, as the 
Arabian loves his camel, and for the same reason, with a differ- 
ence—the imperishable well-spring he carried in his heart through 
the desert of the world, and which I well knew he would give up 
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his life to offer at need, as patiently aa tie animal whose con- 
struction (inner and onter) lie so remartablj resembled. Whea I 
hesitated, and looked down at my boots, tberefore, it was less to 
seek for an esciise to evade tke sacrificing office required of 
me, than to beat about in my unprepared mind for a preface to 
my request. If sbe bad been a women of sense, I should have had 
no difficulty ; but it requires caution and skill to go out of the 
beaten track with a fool. 

" Would not the rose do as well," said I, in desperate embar- 
rassment, " if sbe does not know that it is for yov,, my dear Job f " 
It would have been very easy to have asked for it for myself 

Job laid his band upon bis side, as if I could not comprehend 
the pang my proposition gave him. 

" Away, prop, and down, scaffold," thought I, as I gnve my 
jacket a hitch, and entered the door. 

" Mr. Slingsby," announced the servant. 

" BIr. Slingsby f " inquired the mistress of tie house, seeing 
only a wliite jacket in the clair obsmr of the hall, 

" Mr. Slingsby ! ! !" cried out twenty voices in amazement, as I 
stepped over the threshold into the light. 

It has happened, ance the days of Thebet Ben Khorat, that 
scholars have gone mad, and my sanity was evidently the upper- 
most concern in the minds of all present (I should observe, that 
in those days, I relished rather of dandyism ) As I read tho 
suspicion in their minds, however, a thought struck me. I wont 
straight up to Miss Higgins, and, softo loce, asked her to take a 
turn with me in the garden. 

"Isidora," I said, "I bi^e Im' Inoivn vour "upLiimitj of 
mind," (when you want ^nvthm jf ancmm piiist her fo! thit 
in which she is most dcfident, s"ji Lt Bniy it) ' md I ba\e 
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gi-eat occasion to rclj on it, ia tlis request I am about to inato of 
you." 

She opened Ler eyes, and sailed along tli9 gravel-walk witL 
heightened majesty. I iiad not had occasion to pay her a compH- 
ment before, since my freshman year. 
" What is it, Mr. Slingsby P" 
" You inow Smith — my ohum." 
" Certainly." 

" I have just come from liim ." 
" "WeD !" 

" He is gone mad!" 
" Mad ! Mr, Slingsby ?" 
" Stark and furious !" 
" G-racious goodness !" 
" And aU for you !" 
" For me ! !" 

" For you !" I thouglit her great blue eyes would hare become 
what they call in America " sot,'' at this astounding communi- 
cation. 

" Now, Miss Hi£»gins," I contiimod, " pray listen ; my poor 
friend has suoli estraordioary miisuulai- strength, that seven men 
cannot hold him." 
" Gracious !" 

" And lie has broken away, and is here at your door." 
" Good Gracious !" 

" Don't be afraid ! He is as gentle as a kitten when I am 
present. And now, hear my request. He leaves town to-morroiV; 
as yon well know, not to return. I shall take him home to Ter- 
mont mth keepers. He is bent upon one tiling, and in that you 
must humor him." 
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Miss Higgins began to be alarmed. 

He taa lookeii through the window, and seen you with a rose 
in your hair, and, despairing even in his inadDess, of your love, he 
says, tiat if you would give him that rose, with a kind word, and 
a farewell, he should be happy. Yoa will do it, will you not ?" 

" Dear me ! I should he so afi-aid to apeak to him !" 

" But will you ? and I'll tell you what to say." 

Miss Higgina gave a reluotaat consent, and I passed ten minutes 
in drilling her upon two scntoacea, which, with her fine manner 
and sweet voice, really sounded like the moat interesting thing in 
the world. I left her in the summer-house at the end of the 
garden, and returned to Job. 

" You have come without it !" said the despairing lover, faOing 
back against the tree. 

" Miss Higgins's compliments, and begs you will go round by 
the gate, and meet her in the summer-house. She prefers to man- 
age her own affairs." 

" Gcood God ! are you mocking me f" 

" I will accompany you, my dear boy." 

There was a mixture of pathos and ludierousness in that scene, 
which starts a tear and a laugh together, whenever I recall it to my 
mind. The finest heart in the world, the most generous, the most 
diffident of itself, yet the most self-sacrificing and delicate, was at the 
altar of its devotion, offering its aU in passionate abandonment for a 
fiower and a kind word ; and she, a goose in the guise of an angel, 
repeated a phrase of kindness, of which she could not comprehend 
the meaning or the worth, but which was to be garnered up by 
that half-broken heart, as a treasure that repaid him for years of 
unrequited affection ! She recited it really very well. I stood at 
the latticed door, and interrupted them the instant tiere was a 
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pause in tho i3iaIogiie ; and, getting Job away as fast a: 

left MisB Biggins with a promise of secrecy, and resumed my 

midnight strol!- 

Apropoi — among Job's letters is a copy of verses, wbich, spite 
of some little inconsistencies, I tiiink wore written on this very 



Way — smile net on me — I have tome 

Indifference and repulse from thee ; 
With my heart sickening, I have worn 

A brow, as Ihine own cold one, free ; 
My lip has been as gay as thine, 

Ever thine own light mirth repeating. 
Though, in Ihis burning brain of mine, 

A throb the while, like death, was beating: 
My spirit did not shrink or swerve — 

Thy louk— I thank thee 1— froze the nerve ! 

But now again, as when 1 met 

And loved thee in my happier (lays, 
A smile upon thy bright lip plays, 
And kinJness in thine eye is set — 

And this I cannot bear 1 
It melts the manhood from my pride, 
It brings me closer to thy side — 
Bewilders — chains me there — 
There — where my dearest hope was crushed and d 

Oh, if thou couldst but know the deep 
Of love that hope has nursed for years — 

How in the heart's still chambers sleep 
lis hoarded thoughts, ils trembling fean — 

Treasure that love has brooded o'er 
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Till life, than this, lias nothing more — 

And couldst then — but 'tis vain I — 
I will not, cannot tell thee, how 
That hoard consumes its coffer now— 
I may not write of pain 
Thai sickenis in the heatt, and maddens in lliu brain I 

Then smile not on me ! pass me by 

Coldly, and with a careless mien — 

'Twill pierce my heart, and iill mine eye, 

But I shall be as I have been — 

Quiet in my despair 1 

Tis better than the throbbing fever, 

That else were in my brain for ever, 

And easier to bear ! 
I'll not upbraid the coldest look — 
The bitterest word Ihou hast, in my sad pride I'll Irook I 

If Job bad rejoiced in a more eupbonioua name, I Hhould bave 
bought a criticism in some review, and started him fairly as a 
poet. But " Job Smith !" — ■" Poems by Job Smith !"— It would 
never do ! If he wrote iilic a seraph, and printed the book at 
his own expense, illustrated and illuminatoti, and half-a-erown to 
each person that wonld take one away, the critics would damn 
him all the same ! Keally, one's father and mother have a great 
deal to answer for !* 

But Job is a poet who should have lived in the middle ages, no 
less for the convenience of the nom, de guerre, fashionable in those 
days, than because his poetry, being chiefly the mixed product of 
feeling and courtesy, is particularly susceptible to ridicule. The 
philosophical and iron-wire poetry of our day stands a.n attack like 
a fortification, and comes down upon the besieger with reason and 

* Charles Lamb writes to a friend, on the subject of naming his child ;— 
" For God's sake, don't Nicodemui tei into nothing '" 
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logic as good as his own. But tte more delicate ofispriDg of ten- 
derness and chivalry, intending no violence, and venturing out to 
sea upon a rose-leaf, is destroyed and sunt beyond diving-hells by 
half a breath of scorn. I would subscribe liberally, myself, to a 
private press and court of honor in poetry— critics, if admitted, to 
be dumb upon a penalty- "Will no Howard or Wilberforce act 
upon this hint ,' Poets now-a-days are more slaves and felons 
than your African, or your culprit at the old Bailey ! 

I would go a great way, privately, to find a genuine spark of 
chivalry, and Job lit his erery-day lamp with it. See what a re- 
dolence of old time there is in these verses, which I copied long 
ago from a lady's album. Yet, you may ridicule them if you 
like !— 

Tliere is a story I have met, 

Of a high atigel, pure and true, 
With eyes that tears had never wet, 

And lipE that pity never knewi 
But ever on bis throne he sate, 

With his white pinions proudly furled, 
And, looking from his high estate, 

Beheld the errors of a. world : 
Tet, never, as they rose to heaven, 
Plead ev'n for one to he forgiven. 

Gcod looked at last upon his pride. 

And hade him fold his shining wing, 
And o'er a land where tempters hide, 

He made the heartless angel ting. 

'Tis lovely, reading in the tale. 

The glorious spells they tried on him, 
Ere grew his heavenly birth-star pale, 

Ere grew his frontlet jewel dim — 
Cups of such rare and ravishing wines 
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As ev'n a god might drink and T)]ees, 
Gems from iinsearched and central mines, 

Whose light than heaven's was scarcely less — 
Gold of a sheen like crystal spars, 

And silver whiter than the moon's, 
And music like the songs of stars. 

And perfume like a thousand Junes, 
And breezes, soft as heaven's own air, 

Like £ngere playing in Ms hair ! 
He shut his eyes — he closed his cars — 

He bade them, in God's name, begone ! 
And, through the yet eternal years. 

Had stood, the tried and sinless one : 
But there was yet one untried spell— 
A woman tempted— and he fell I 
And I— if serotlance I may find 

Between such glorious sphere and mine — 
Am not to the high honor blind, 

Of filling this fiiir page of thine — 

Writing my unheard name among 
Sages and sires and men of song — 

But honor, though the best e'er given, 
And glory, though it were a king's. 

And power, thongh loving it like heaven. 
Were, to my seeming, lesser things. 

And less temptation, far, to me. 
Than half a hope of serving tkeel 

I am mounted upon my holjby now, dear reader; for Job 
Smith, though aa hideous an idol as ever was worshipped on the 
Indus, was still my idol. Here is another touch of his quality : 

1 look upon the lading flowers 

Thou gav'st me, lady, in thy mirth, 
And mourn, that, with the perishing hours. 
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Such fair Ihinga perish from the earth — 
For thus, I know, the moment's feeling 

Its own light web of life unweares, 
The deepest trace from memory stealing, 

Like perfume from these dying leaves — 
The thought (hat gave it, and the flower 
Alike the creatures of an hour. 



And thus it better were, perhaps, 

For feeling is the nurse of pain. 
And joys, that Imger in their lapse, 

Must die at last, and so are vain I 
Could I revive these faded flowers. 

Could I call back departed bliss, 
I would not, though this world of ours 

Were ten times brighter than it is ! 
They must — and let them— pass away I 

We ate forgotten— ev'n as they I 

I thiuk I must give Edith another reprieve. I have no idea 
why I have digressed, thij time, from the story wliieh (you may 
see by the motto at the heginning of the paper) I have not yet 
told. I ean conceive easily how people, who have nothing to do, 
betake tJiemselves to autobiography — it is so pleasant ramblinj^ 
about over the past, and re-galiering only the flowers. Why 
should pain and mortification be unsepultured f The world ia no 
wiser for these written esperiences. " The best book," said 
Southej, " does but little good to the world, and mneh harm to 
the author." I shall deliberate whether to enlighten the world, as 
to Edith'is metempaycbosia, or no. 
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h 0DI7 how b. 
r pleasant sea 

Ic lighUv to r< 



The brigblesl still before, 

Job Smith and myself were on the return from Niagara. It 
was in tte slumberous and leafy midst of June. Lake Erie had 
lain with a silver glaze upon its hosom for days ; the ragged trees 
upon its green store dropping their branches into the stirloss 
wat«r, as if it were some rigid imitatios — the laJie glass, and the 
leaves emerald ; tlie sky was of an April blue, as if a nighl>-rain 
had washed out its milkiness, till you could see througli its clari- 
fied deptts to the gates of hcaycn ; and yet, breathless and sunny 
as wag the face of the earth, there was a nerve and a vitality in 
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the air that exacted of every pulse ite full compass — searetr.d 
every pore for its capacity of the joy of osist-ence. 

So one can conceive, who has not had his imagination stretohed at 
the foot of Niagara, or ia the Titanic solitudes of the West, the 
yaatnesa of the nnhroken phases of nature ; where every tree looka 
a king, and every flower a marvel of glorious form and color — 
where the rocks are rent, every one, as by the " tentt" thunder- 
bolt — and lake, mountain, or river, ravine or waterfall, cave or 
eagle's nest, whatever it may be that feeds the eye or the faaoy, 
is as tho elements have shaped and left it — where the sculpture, 
and the painting, and the poetiy, and the wonderful alchymy of 
nature, go on under the naked eye of the Almighty, and by his 
own visible and uninterrupted hand — andwherethe music of nature, 
from the anthem of the torrent and storm, broken only by the 
scream of the vulture, to the trill of the rivulet with its accompani- 
ment of singing birds and winds, is for ever ringing its changes, 
as if for the stars to hear — in such scenes, I say, and in such 
scenes only, ia the imagiuatioa overtasked, or stretched to fie 
capacity of a seraph's ; and, while common minds sink beneath 
them to the mere inanition of their animal senses, the loftier 
spirit takes their color and stature, and outgrows the common and 
pitiful standards of the world. Cooper and Leatherstooking thus 
became what they are — the one a high-priest of imagination and 
poetiy, and the other a smiple-lieai-ted but mere ci-eature of in- 
stinct ; and Cooper is no more a living man, aad liable to the 
oommon laws of human nature, than Leatherstocking a true and 
life-like transcript of the more common effect of those overpower- 
ing solitudes on the character. 

We got on board the canal-boat at noon, and Job and myself, 
seated on the well-cushioned seats, with the blinds half-turned, to 
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giTO u^ tlio prof^peet and esclude the aim, sat disputing in our 
usual amii-ilile way. He was the only man I e^ev knew with 
whom I could argue without losing my temper ; and tte reasoa 
■was, that I ilways had the last word, and thotight myself victorious. 

" We ire ahout to return into the hosom of society, my dear 
Joh," said I, looking with unctuous good nature on the well-shaped 
hoot I had put on for the first time in a month that morning, 
(It is an unsentimental feet that hob-nailed shoes ai-e indispensa- 
hie on the most poetical spots of earth J 

" Yes," said Job ; " but how superior is the society we leaYe 
behind ! Niagara and Erie ! Wliat, in your crowded city, is com- 
parable to these r" 

" Nothing, for size !— hut, for society— you will think me a pa- 
gan, dear chum— but, on my honor, straight from Niagara as I 
come, I feel a most dissatisfied yearning for tie society of Miss 
Popkins !" 

"Oh, Phil!" 

" On my honor !" 

" You, who were in such raptures at the Palls !" 

" And real ones— but I wanted a woman at my elbow to listen 
to them . Do you know, Job, I have made up my mind on a great 
priuoiple since we have been on ouv travels f Have you observed 
that I was pensive f" 

" Not particularly — ^but what is your principle ?" 

" That a man is a much more interesting object than a moun- 
tain," 

" A man ! did you say ?" 

" Yes — but I meant a woman !" 

"I don't think so." 

"I do !— and I judge by myself. When did I ever see won- 
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der of nature — tree, sunset, waterfall, rapid, lake, or river — that 
I would not rafiter have been falkiug to a woman tie while ? Do 
you remember the three days we were tramping through the 
forest without seeing the sun, as if we had been in the endless 
aisle of a cathedral ? Do you remember the long morning when 
we lay on the moss at the foot of Niagara, and it was a divine 
luxury only to breathe ? Do you remember the lunar rainbows at 
midnight on G-oat Island? Do you remerabei- the ton tho\isand 
glorious momenta we have enjoyed between weather and scenery 
since the bursting of these summer leaves ? Do you ? 

" Certainly, my dear boy !" 

" WeU, then, much as 1 love nature and you, tliere has not 
been an hour since we packed our knapsacks, that, if I could 
have distilled a charming girl out of a mistuie of you and any 
mountain, river, or rock, that I have seen, I would not have flung 
you, without remorse, info any witch's caldron that was lai-ge 
enough, and would boil at my bidding." 

" Monster !" 

" And I believe I should have the same feelings in Italy or 
(Jreece, or wherever people go into raptures with things you can 
neither eat nor make love to," 

" Would not even the Venus fill your fancy for a day ?" 

" An hour, perhaps, it might ; for I should be studying, in its 
cold Parian proportions, the sti-uoture of some living Musidoi-a — 
but I should soon tire of it, and long for my lunch or my love ; 
and, I give you myhonor, I would not lose the three meals of a 
single day to see Santa Oroco and St. Peter's." 

"Both?" 

" Both." 

Job disdained to argue against such a want of sentimental prin- 
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eiple, and, ptiliing np tlie blind, lie fixed his eyes on the slowly- 
gliding paaorania of rock and forest, and I mounted for a iiio- 
menade upon the deck. 

Mephistophelea could hai'dly have found a more strildng amuse- 
ment for Faiist than tlie passage of three hundred miles in the 
canal from Lake Eiio to tie Hiidson. As I walked up and down 
the deck of the packet-boat, I thought to myself, that, if it were 
not for thoughts of things that come more home to one's " busi- 
ness and bosom" (particularly "bosom"), I could be content to 
re-take my berth at Schenectady, and retain to Bnffalo for amuse- 
ment. The Erie canal-boat is a long and yery pretty drawing- 
room afloat. It has a library, sofas, a tolerable cook, crvrtains or 
Venetian blinds, a civil captain, and no smell of steam, or percepti- 
ble motion. It is drawn generally by three horses at a fair trot, 
and gets you through about a hundred miles a day, as softly as if 
you were witched over the ground by Pitck and Mustard-saed. 
The company (say fifty people) is snob as pleases Heaven ; Ikough 
I must say (with my eye all along the shore, collecting the van- 
ons dear friends I have made and loft on that long canal) thera 
are few highways on wMob you will meet so many lovely and lov- 
ing fellow- passengers. On this occasion my star was bankrupt — 
Job Smith being my ouly civilized companion — and I was left to 
the unsatisfeetory society of my own thoughts and the sceaery. 

Di&eontented as I may seem to hive been I remembei thiough 
a number of years of stniin^ and thickly sown minbood eveiy 
moment if fhit lovely evenin I lemembei tlie p nr, ssion of 
the simset fiim the length nmcr shadows and the fiist {.oH upon 
the clouds to the dccp^nin^ tnihght and the now siiung *itai 
buUp, over the wil kinesH And I lemember whit I im going to 
I twil^ht anthem in the * ic t— aa y u i m mber an 
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aiv of Eossini's, or a transition in tie Lalf-fiendisli, Lalf-heavenly 
creations of Meyerbeer. I thoiiglit time di'agged tcavily, then, 
but I wish I had as light a heart and could feel as vividly now ! 

The Erie oaaal is cut a hundred or two miles tlirough the heart 
of the primeval wtldemesa of America, and the boat was gliding 
on silently and swiftly ; and, never sailed a lost cloud through the 
abyss of space oa a oourse more apparently new and untrodden. 
The luxuriant soil had sent up a rank grass that covered the horse- 
path like velvet ; the Erie water wag clear as abrook in the wind- 
ing canal ; the old shafts of the gigantic forest spurred into the 
sky by thousands, and the yet imscared eagle swung off from the 
dead branch of the pine, and akimuied the tree-tops for another 
perch, as if he had gi-owa to believe that gliding specti-e a harm- 
leaa phenomenon of nature. The horses drew steadily and un- 
heard, at the end of the long line ; the steersman stood motionless 
at the tiller, and I lay on a heap of baggie in the prow, atten- 
tive to the slightest breathing of nature, but thinking, with an 
aohe at my heart, of Edith Linsey, to whose feet (did I mention 
it ?) I was hastening with a lover's proper impatience. I might 
as wen have taien another turn in my " fooPs paradise." 

The gold of the sunset hj 1 gl'ded up the the dark pine tops 
an 1 disappea ed like a nng taken slowly from aa Ethiop's finger ; 
the wl ip poor will had cl anted tl e first stave of his lament ; the 
bit was ab oad and tl l se ech owl like all bad singers, com- 
m n cd w fhout v a { n^ to be mpo tu led, though we were listen- 
in^ i V the night ncal? Tl e a r is I said before, had been all 
di> hieathlee' 1 tt ns tl e h st cl 11 of evening displaced the 
warm atn osphe e of tie d j a t d sun a slight breeze crisped the 
m rored bo=!om of (h c nal 1 \ then commenced the night 
anthem of the foi est a Ihle Iw Id fain believe, in itfi soothing 
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u'isnges, by tho daad tribes wbose bones wliiten aniid tbe porish- 
ing leavea. First, wtispeiingly yet articulately, the suspended 
and wavering foliage of the birch was touched by the many-finger- 
ed wind, and, lite a faint prelude, the MlTer-lined leaves rustled 
in the low branches ; and, with a moment's pause, when you could 
hear the moving of the vulture's claws upon the bark, as he 
turned to get his breast to the wind, the increasing breeze swnpt 
into the pine-tops, and drew forth, fi'ora their fjinge-lite and 
myriad ta^els, a low monotone like the refrain of a far-off dirge ; 
and still as it murmured, (seeming to you sometimes like the con- 
fused and heart-broken responses of the penitents on a cathedral 
floor), the blast jatrengtheaed and filled, and the rigid leaves of the 
oak, and the swaying fans and chalices of the magnolia, and the 
rich cups of the tulip trees, stirred and answered with then' differ- 
ent voices like many-toned harps ; and when the wind was fully 
abroad, and 6V%ry moving thing on the breast of the earth was 
roused from its daylight repose, the irregular and capricious blast, 
like a player on an organ of a thousand stops, lulled and strength- 
ened by turns , and, from the hi's m the rank grass, low as the 
whisper of fimea, to the thunder of the impmging and groaning 
branches of the laich and the flr, the anthem went ceaselessly 
thi'ough its changes, ■Jnd the haimony ftbough the owl broke in 
with his scream, and thou/rh the over-bliwn monarch of the wood 
came crashing to the earth), was stiil perfect and without a jar. 
It is strange that there is no sound of nature out of tune. The 
roar of the wateifafl comes into this anthem of the forest like an 
accompaniment of bas-^oons, and the occasional bark of the wolf, 
or the scream of a ni^ht bud, or even the deep-throated eroak of 
tbe frog, is no more discordant than the outburst of an octave flute 
above the even melody of an orchestra ; and it is sui-prising how 
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llie large rain-drops, pattering on tJie leaves, and the small voice 
of the nightingale (singing, like nothing but himself, sweetest in 
the darkness) seems an intensitive and a low burthen to the general 
anthem of the earth — as it were, a single voice among instnimenta. 

I had what Wordsworth calls a " eouchant ear" in my youth, 
and my story will wait, dear reader, while I tell you of another 
harmony that I learned to love in the wilderness. 

There will come sometimes in the Spring — say in May, or when- 
ever the snow-drops and sulphur buttei-fliea are tempted out by 
the fiist timoious ^uii^hme — th(,ie will oome, I aay, lu thit yearn- 
ing and jouth renewmg season, a warm shower at noon. Our 
tent ^hall be jjitched oa tha &kut3 of afjicstof young pmea, and 
the evergieeu foliage, if folnge it may be calkd, shall be a daily 
refieshment to oar eye while watehinji, with the west wind upon 
our cheeks, the unclothed bi inches of the elm The rain de- 
scends softly md waim , but, with the sunset, the cinuds break 
away, and it grows suddenly cold enough to fiCLZi, The next 
mormng you shall come out with me to a hill 'ade looking upon 
the south, and lie down with your ear to the earth. The pine 
tassels hold, in every four of their fine fingers, a drop of rain frozen 
like a pearl in a long ear-ring, sustained in their loose gi-asp by 
the rigidity of the cold. The sua gi-owa warm at ten, and the 
slight green fingers begin to relax and yield, and, by eleven, they 
are all dropping their icy pearls upon the dead leaves, with a mur- 
mur through the forest like the swarming of the bees of Hybla. 
There is not much variety in its music, but it is a pleasant mo- 
notone for thought ; and if, you have a restless fever in your bo- 
som (as I had, when I learned to love it, for the travel which baa 
corrupted the heai't and the ear that it soothed and satisfied then) 
you may lie down with a crooked root nndor your head, in the 



Hooted by Google 



82 TRE.\TO>." FAr.LS. 

skirts of the forest, and tliaak Heaven for aa anoclyne to care. 
And it is better than the voice of jonr fiiend, or the song of yonr 
lady-love, for it exacts no gratitude, and will not desert jou ere 
the echo dies upon the wind. 

Oh, how many of these harmonies tliere are ! — how many that 
we hear, and how many that are " too constant to he heard !" I 
could goback to my boyhood, now, with tliis thread of recollection, 
and uns pultuie a hoard of simple and long-hiti'iQd joys, that would 
bring the blush ujion my check to think how my senses are dulled 
since suck thiags could give me pleasure ! Is there no " well of 
Kanathos" foi lenewing the youtli of the soul.' — no St. Hilary's 
cradle ? no ebsii to cast the slough of heart-sickening and heart- 
tami'Oiing custom > Find me an alchyoiy for l/uU, with your 
akmbic and eiucibk, and you may resolve to di'oss again your 
philosopher''s stone ' 



Everybody who makes the passage of the Eric canal, stops at 
the half-way town of Utica, to visit a wonder of nature fourteen 
miles to the west of it, called Trenton Falls. It would be becom- 
ing in me, before mentioning the Falls, however, to sing the praises 
of TJtica and its twenty thousand inhabitants — having received 
much hospitality from the worthy burghers, and phikndered up 
and down their well-flagged troUoir very much to my private sat^ 
isfaction. I should scorn any man's judgment who should attempt 
tfl convince me that the Erie water, which comes down the canal 
a hundred and fifty miles, and passes through the markat-plaeo of 
that pleasant town, has not eommunieated, to the hearts of its 
citizens, the expansion and depth of the parent kke from which it 
b drawn. I havo a theory on that subjeet witli whieh I iiiti^ud to 
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surprise the world, whenever politics and Mr. Enlwer draw less 
engrossiiiglj on its attention. Will any one tell me that the dark 
eyes I knew there, aad whose like, for softness and meaning, I 
inquired for ia vain through Italy, and the voice tliat accompanied 
their gaae — (that Pasta, in her divineat out-gush of melody and 
soul, alone recalls to nie) — that these, and the noble heart, and 
high mind, an 1 n Ih g n us, that were other gifts of the same 
marvel among worn n — that these were bom of common parent- 
age, and nur d by th a fa demi-meti^polis ? We wore hut 
the kindest of f nd that b ight creature and myself, and I may 
Hay, without ! a t n§ mys If with the blindness of love, that I be- 
lieve in my heart she was the foster-child of the witer npirits on 
whose wandering streamlet she lived — that the thousand odoi's 
that swept down from the wilderness upon Like Eiie, and the un- 
seen hut wild and innumerable influences of nature, oi whatevop 
you call that which makes the Indian a bebever m the G-ipat Spirit 
— that these came down with tliose clear waters, mraiMteiing to 
the mind and watching over the budding beauty of this noble and 
most high-heart<3d woman ! If you do not believe it, I should like 
you to tell me how else such a creature was "raised," as they 
phrase it in Virginia, I shall hold to ray theory till you furnish 
me with a more reasonable. 

We heard at the hotel that there were several large parlies at 
Trentoa Falls, and, with an abridgment of our toilets in our 
pockets, Job and I galloped out of Utiea about four o'clock of as 
bright a summer's aftemoon as was ever promised in the almanac. 
We drew rein a mile or two out of town, and dawdled along the 
wild road more leisurely, Job's Green JMountain proportions fitting 
to the saddle something in the manner and relative fitness of a 
skeleton on a poodle. By tho same token, ho ivadc safely, tho 
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looseness of his bones aoconimodating itself with singular facility 
to the irregularities in the pace of the surpiised animal beneaih 
him 

I dislUte to pass over the minutest detail of a period of my life 
that will be rather interesting in my biography, (it is my intention 
to he famous enough to merit that distinction, and I would recom- 
mend to my friends to be noting ray " little peculiarities"), and, 
with this posthumous benevolence in my heart, I simply record, 
that our conrersation on (he road turned upon Edith LJnsey — at 
tJiis time the lady of my constant love — for whoso sake, and at 
whose bidding, I was just concluding (with success I pi-esumed) a 
probation of three years of absence, silence, hard study, and rigid 
morals ; and upon whose parting promise (God forgire her !) I had 
built my uttermost gleaning and sand of earthly hope and desire. 
I tell you, in the tail of this mooting paragraph, dear reader, that 
the hend of the rainbow spans not the eai'th more perfectly than 
did the love of that woman my hopes of future bliss ; and the 
ephemeral arc does not sooner melt into the clouds — but I am 
anticipating my story. 

Job's estraordinary appearance, as he extricated himself fi'om 
his horse, usually attracted the entire attention of the by-standera 
at a strange inn ; and, under cover of this, I usually contrived to 
get into the house and commit him by ordering tie dinner as soon 
as it could be got ready. Else, if it was in the neighborhood of 
scenery, he was oif till Heaven knew when, and, as 1 had that 
delicacy for his feelings never to dine without him, you may im- 
agine the necessity of my hungry manoeuvre. 

We dined upon the trout of the glorious stream wo had come 
to see ; and, as our host's eldasi daughter waited jipon us (record- 
ed, in Job's journal, in my possession at tliis moment, as " the 
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most ooinely and gracious virgiu" he had seea in his ti-avols), wg 
felt bound to adapt our conversation to the purity of her raind, 
and discussed only the philosophical point, whether the beauty of 
the stream could be tasted in the flavor of the fish — Job for it, I 
against it. The argument was only interrupted by the entrance 
of an apple-pudding, so hot that our tongues were fully occupied 
in removing it from place to place aa the moullt felt its heat incon- 
venient ; and then, being in a couatiy of liberty and eijuality, and 
the damsel in waiting, aa Job smilingly remarked, as much a lady 
aa the President's wife, he requested permission to propose her 
health in a cool tumbler of cidar, and we adjourned to the nioon- 
liglit. 

m. 

Ten or fifteen years ago, the existence of Trenton Falls was 
not known. It was discovered, like Pfestum, by a wandering 
artist, when there was a town of ten thousand inhabitants, a canal, 
a theatre, a liberty-pole, and foity churches, within fourteen miles 
of it. It may be mentioned to the ci'edit of the Americans, that 
in the " hardness" of character of which travellers complain, there 
is the soft ti-ait of a passion for scenery ; and, before the fact of its 
discovery had got well into the " Cahawba Democrat" and " Go- 
th e-whole-hog-Courier," there was a splendid wooden hotel on the 
edge of the precipice, with a French cook, soda water, and livts , 
and a law was passed by the Kentucky Tiavellers' Club, leqnirmg 
a hanging-bird s ne^t tiom (he trees " fiowmng down the awful 
abysm," {so esfiessed m the regulation), as a qualification for 
membership Thencetorwaid, to the present time, it his been a 
place of fiiahi nable itsoitdurin" the summer srlstire and the 
pine woods, mwhith the hoti.1 '*tands, btmg impervious to the sun. 
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oculists for gentlemen and ladies with weak 
eyes. If the luxury of corn-cutters had penetrated to the United 
States, it might he prescribed for tender feet as well — the soft 
floor of pine-tassels spread under the grassleas woods, being con- 
sidered an improvement upon Turkey carpets and green-sward. 

Trenton Falls is rather a, misnomer. I scarcely know what 
you would call it, but the wonder of nature which bears the name 
is a tremendous torrent, whose bed, for several miles, is sunk 
fathoms deep into the earth — a roaring and dashing stream, so far 
below the sni'fotee of the forest in which it is lost, that you would 
think, as you come suddenly upon the edge of its lonj; precipice, 
that it was a river in some inner world (coiled within ours, as we 
in the out^r ciicle of the firmament), and laid open by some Ti- 
tanic throe thot had ci'ackad eluar asunder the crust of this shal- 
low earth. The idea is rather assisted if yon happen to see be- 
low you, on its abysmal shore, a party of adventurous travellers ; 
for, at that vast depth, and in contrast with the gigantic trees and 
rocks, the same number of weD-shaped pismires, dressed in the 
last fashions, and philandering upon your parlor floor, would be 
about of their apparent size and distinctness. 

They showed me at Eleusis the well by which Proserpine 
ascends to the re^ons of day on her annual visit to the plains of 
Thessaly — but, with the genius lod at my elbow in the shape of a 
G-reek girl as lovely as Phiyne, my memory reverted to the bared 
axle of the earth in the bed of this American river, and I was per- 
suaded (looking the while at \hs feremiere of gold sequins on the 
Pbidian forehead of my Katinka) that, supposing Hades in the cen- 
tre of the earth, you are nearer to it by some fathoms at Trenton. 
I confess, I have had, since my first descent info those depths, an 
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nncomforf able doutt of the solidity of the globe — ^how tbe deuce 
it can hold together with eueh a crack in its bottom ! 

It was a night to play Endymion, or do any Tom-foolery that 
could be laid to the charge of the moon, for, a more omnipresent 
and radiant atmosphere of moonlight never sprinkled tie wilder- 
ness ■with silver. It was a night in which to wish it might never 
he day again — a night to he enamored of the stars, and bid God 
bless them like human creatures on their bright journey — a night 
to love in, to dissolve in — to do evei-ything but what night is made 
for — sleep ! Oh heaven ! when I think how precious is life in 
such momenta; how the aroma — the celestial bloom and flower of 
the sou! — the yearning and fast-perishing enthusiasm of youth — 
waste themselves, in the solitude of such nights, on the senseless 
and unanswering air ; when I wander alone, unloving and unloved, 
beneath influences that could inspire me with the elevation of a 
seraph, were 1 at lie ear of a human creature that could summon 
forth and measure my liniitless capacity for devotion — when 1 think 
this, and feel this, and so waste my existence in vain yearnings — 
I could extinguish the divine spark within me, like a lamp on an 
unvisited shrine, and thank Heaven for an assimilation to the ani- 
mals I walk among ! And that is the substance of a speech I 
made to Job, as a sequitur of a well-meant remark of his own, that 
" it was a pity Edith Linsey was not there." He took the clause 
about the " animals" to himself, and I made an apology for the 
same, a year after. We sometimes give our fiiends, quite inno- 
cently, such terrible knocks in our rhapsodies ! 

Most people talk of the suUimty of Trenton, but 1 have haunt- 
ed it by the week together for its mere loveliness. The river, in 
the heart of that fiMiful chasm, is the most varied and beautiful 
assemblage of tie tioubind forma and shapes of running water, 
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that I know in the world. The soil, and the deep-striking roote 
of the forest, terminate far above you, looking tike a black rim on 
the enclosing precipices ; the bed of the river and its sky-sustain- 
ing walls are of solid rook, and, with the tremendous descent of the 
stream — forming for miles one continuous sucoessiou, of falls and 
rapids — the channel is worn into curves and cavities which throw 
the clear watera into forms of inconceivable brilliancy and variety. 
It is a sort of half twilight below, with here and there a long beam 
of sunshine reaching down to kiss the lip of an eddy, or form a 
rainbow over a fall, and the reverberating and changing echoes : — 

"Like n ring of bells whose sound the wind still alters," 

maintain a constant and m^st aoothmg music, varying at every 
step with the varjmg phise of the current. Cascades of from 
twenty to thirty feet, over which the uver flies with a single and 
hurrying leap {not i diop miaamg fiom the glassy and bending 
sheet) , occur fte juentlj as you ascend ; and it is from these that 
the place takts lis name But the falls, though beautiful, are 
only peculiar fi jra the dazzhng and unequalled rapidity with which 
the waters come to the kap If jt were not for the leaf which 
drops wavering diwn into the dlyam turn trees apparently painted 
on tbe sky, and whiih is caught away by the flashing current as 
if the lightning had suddenly crossed it, yoti would think the vault 
of the steadfast heavens a flying element as soon. The spot, in 
that long gulf of beauty, that I best remember, is a smooth descent 
of some hundred yards, where the river in full and undivided vol- 
ume skims over a plane as polished as a table of scagliola, looking, 
in its invisible speed, like one mirror of gleaming but motionless 
crystal. Just above, there is a sudden turn in the glen, which 
sends the water like a catapult against the opposite angle of the 
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rni,k, and, in the action of years, it has worn out a eareni of irn- 
knnwn depth, into which the whole mass of fie river plunges, with 
the ahamlonmeat of a flying fiend into hell, and, reappearing like 
the ingil that hji pursued him, glides swiftly but with divine 
& leiiifj on itb way (I am indebted for that last figure to Job, 
who ti iyi,Ued with a Milton in his pocket, and had a natural redo- 
lence of" Patidise Lost" in Lis conn,rsitJcn ) 

Much as I dctct water in small quantitic, (to drink), I tave a 
hidromania m the way of lakes iivirs, and waterfalls. It is, by 
muLh, the btlle in (he family tf the elements Earth is never 
toleiaUe unless diijguisod in green itr la so thin as only to bo 
■visible when she borrows drapery of water ; and Fire is so staring- 
ly bright aa to be unpleasant to the eyesight ; but Wafer ! soft, 
pure, graceful water ! there is no shape into which you can throw 
her that she does not seem lovelier than before. She can borrow 
nothing of her sisters. Earth has no jewels in her Jap so brilliant 
aa water's spray pearls and emeralds ; Fire has no rubies like 
what ahe steals from the sunset ; Air has no robes like the grace 
of her fine-woven and ever-changing di'apery of silver. A health 
i,in wine !) to Water ! 

Who ia there, who did not love some atream in his youth ? 
Who is there, in whoae vision of the past there docs not sparkle 
up, from every picture of childhood, a sprmg or a rivulot, woven 
'a. tlia darkened and torn woof of first affections like a thread 
:d silver ? How do yon interpret the instinctive yearn- 
ing with which you search for the liver-side or the fountain ia 
every scene of nature — the clinging unaware to the river's course 
when a truant in the fields of June — the dull void you find in 
every landscape of which it is not the oraament and the centre ? 
For myself, I hold with the Greek : " Water is the first principle 
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of all thiDgs : we were made from it and we shall be resolved into 



IV. 
The awkward thing in all story-telling is transition. Invention, 
you do not need if you have espericnoe ; for fact is stranger than 
fiction, A beginning in these days of startling abruptness ia as sim- 
ple as open your month ; and when you have once begun you can end 
whenever you like, and leave the sequel to the reader's imagina- 
tion : but the liingcs of a story — the turning gracefully back from 
a digression (it is easy to turn into one) — h the pas qui coiite. 
My education on that point was neglected. 

It was, as I said before, a moonlight night, and Job and myself 
having, like Sir Fabian, " no mind to sleep," followed the fashion 
and the rest of the company at the inn, and strolled down to see 
the ialls bj mooDlight. I bad been there before, and I took Job 
straight to tbe spot, in the bed of the river, wiich I have described 
above as my favorite, and, after watching it for a few minutes, we 
turned back to a dark cleft in the roek which afforded a mde seat, 
and sat musing in silence. 

Several parties bad strolled past without seeing us in our recess, 
when two female figures, with their arms around each other's 
waists, sauntered slowly around the jutting rock below, and ap- 
proached us, eagerly engaged in conversation. They came on to 
the very verge of the shadow which enveloped us, and turned to 
look back at the scene. As the head nearest me was raised to 
the light, I started half to my feet : it was Edith ! In the same 
instant her voice of music broke on my ear, and an irresistible 
• The Ionic philosophy, Eupport«d by Thides. 
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inipulae to listen unobserved drew nic down agaia upon my seat, 
and Job, witb a similar inatiact, laid liis hand on my ami. 

"It was tis fayorite spot!" said EditJi. (We Iiad been at 
Trenton together years before.) "I stood here witb iiiui, and I 
wish he stood here now, that I might tell him what my haud hesi- 
tates to write." 

"Poor Phihp !" said her companion, whom, by the voice,! re- 
cognised as the youngest of the Flemings, " I caonot conceive 
how you can resolve so coldly to break his heart." 

1 felt a dagger entering my bosom, but still I listcnud. Edith 

" Why, 1 will tell you, my dear little innocent. I loved Philip 
Slingsby when I thought I was going to die. It was a fitting air 
taehment, for I never thought to need, of the goods of this world, 
more than a sick chamber and a nurse ; and Phil was kind-heart- 
ed and devoted to me, and I lived at home- But, with returned 
health, a thousand ambitious desires have sprung up in my heart, 
and ( fiad myself admired by whom I will, and every day growing 
more selfish and less poetical. Philip is poor, and love in a oot^ 
tagc, though very well for you if you like it, would never do for 
me. I should like him very well for a friend, for he is gentleman- 
like and devoted, but, with my ideas, I should only make him 
miserable, and so — I think I had better put him out of misery at 
once — don't you think ?" 

A half-smothered groan of anguish escaped my lips ; bat it was 
lost in the roar of the waters, and Edith's voice, as she walked on, 
lessened and became inaudible to my ear. As her figure was lost 
in the shadow of the rocks beyond, I threw myself on the bosom of 
my friend, and wept in the unutterable agony of a crushed heart. 
I know not how that night was spent, but I awoke at noon of the 
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nest Say, in my bed, with Job's hand clasped tenderly in my 



V. 

i kept my tryst. I was to meet Edith Linsey at S 
July — the last month of the probation by which I had won a right 
to her lovo. 1 had not spoken to hnr, or written, or seen her 
(sa^e, unknown to her, in the moment I have described^, in the 
three long years towHoh my constancy was devoted. I had gain- 
ed the usual meed of industry in my profession, and was admitted 
to its practice. I was on the threshold of manhood ; and she had 
promised, before heavon, here to give me heart and hand. 

I had parted from her at twelve on that night three years, and 
aa the clock struck, I stood again by her side in the crowded ball- 
room of Saratoga. 

"Good Grod ! Mr, Slingsby 1" she exclaimed, as 1 put out my 
hand. 

" Am I so changed that you do not know me. Miss Linsey ,'" 
I asked, as she still looked with a wondering gaze into my (ace — 
pressing my hand, however, with real warmth, and evidently under 
the control, for the moment, of the feelings with which we had 
part-ed. 

" Changed, indeed ! Why, you have studied yourself to a 
skeleton ! My dear Philip, you are ill !" 

I was— but it was only for a moment. I asked her for a waltz, 
and never before or since eame wit or laughter so freely to my lip. 
I was collected, but, at the same time, I was the gayest of the 
gay ; and, when everybody had congratulated me, in her hearing, 
on the school to which I had put my wits in my long apprentice- 
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sliip to the law, I retired to the gallery looking down upon the gar- 
den, and cooled my trow and rallied my sinking heart. 

The candles were burning low, and the ball mas nearly over, 
when I entered the room again, and requested Edith to take a turn 
with me on the colonnade. She at once assented, and I could 
fael, by her arm in mine, and see by the fised expreMon on her 
lip, that she did so with the intention of revealing to me what she 
little thought I could so weU anticipate. 

" My probation is over," I said, breaking the silence which she 
seemed willing to prolong, and which had lasted till we had twice 
measured the long colonnade. 

" It was three years ago to-night, I think, since we parted." 
She spoke In an absent and careless tone, as if trying to work out 
another more prominent thought in her mind. 

" Do you find me changed ?" I asked. 

" Yea — oh, yes ! very !" 

" But I am more changed than I seem, dear Edith !" 

She turned to me, as if to aak me to explain myself. 

" Will you listen to me while I t«il you how ?" 

" What can you mean ? Certainly.' 

" Then listen, for I fear I can scarce bring myself to repeat 
what I am going to say. When I first learned to love you, and 
when I promised to love you for life, you were thought to be dy- 
ing, and I was a boy. I did not count on the future, for I de- 
spaired of your living to share it with me, and, if I had done so, I 
was still a child, and knew nothing of the world. I have ance 
grown more ambitious, and, I may as well say at once, more seU 
fish and less poetical. You will easily divine my drift. Tou are 
poor, and I find myself, as you have seen to-night, in a position 
which will enable me to marry more to my advantage ; and, with 
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these views, I am sure I should only make you miserable by ful- 
filling my contract with you, and you will agree with me that I 
consult our mutual happiness hj this course — don't you think f" 

At this instant I gave a dgnal to Job, who approached and 
made some sensible remai'ks about the weather ; and, after an- 
other turn or two, I released Miss Liosey'a arm, and cautioning 
her against the night air, left her to finish her promenade and 
swallow her own projected speech and mine, and went to bed. 

And so ended my first love ' 
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; DISTURBED 1 



night ! It was liie a festival of Dian. A burst of 
shower at sunset, with a clap or two of thunder, had 
purified the air to an intoxicating rareness, and the free breathing 
of the flowers, and the delicious perfume from the earth and grass, 
and the fresh foliage of fie Dew Spring, showed the delight and 
sympathy of inanimate Nature in the night's heauty. There was 
no atmosphere — nothing between the eye and the pearly moon — 
and she rode through the heavens without a veil, like a queen as 
she is, giving a glimpse of her nearer beauty for a festal favor to 
the worshipping st•^T^ 

I wi* ■* student at the famed university of Connecticut, and the 
hcwiMeiments of phdosophy and poetry were strong upon me, ia 
a place where exquwte natural beauty, and the absence of all 
othei temptation, secure to the classic neophite an almost super- 
natuial wakefulness of fancy. I contracted a taste for the horri- 
ble m. those dayi, which still clings to mo. I have travelled 
since then with no object but general observation, and have 
dawdled my hour at courts and operas witb little interest, while 
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the sacking and drowning of a woman in the Bosphoma, the im- 
palement of a robber on the Nile, and the insane hospitals, from 
Liverpool to Cathay, are described in my capricious journal willi 
the vividness of the most stirring adventure. 

There is a kind of crystallizaiion in the circumstances of one's 
life.. A peculiar turn of mind draws to itself events fitted to its 
particular nucleus, and it is frequently a subject of wonder why 
one man meets with more remarkable things than another, when 
it is owing merely to a difference of natural character. 

It was, as I was saying, a night of wonderful beauty. I waa 
watching a corpse. In that part of the United States, the dead 
are never left alone till the earth is thrown upon them ; and, as a 
friend of the fiimily, I had been called upon for this melaueholy 
service on the night preceding the interment. It was a death 
which had left a family of broken hearts ; for, beneath the sheet 
which sank so appallingly to the outline of a human form, lay a 
wreck of beauty and sweetneas whose loss seemed to the survivors 
to have darkened the face of the earth. The ethereal and touch- 
ing loveliness of that dymg girl, whom I had known only a hope- 
less victim of consumption, springs up in my memory even yet, 
and mingles with every conception of female beauty. 

Two ladies, friends of the deceased, were to share my vigils. I 
knew them but slightly, and, having read them to sleep an hour 
after midnight, I performed my half-hourly duty of entering the 
room where the corpse lay, to look after the lights, and then 
strolled into the garden to enjoy the quiet of the summer night. 
The flowers were glittering in their pearl-drops, and the air was 



The sight of the long, sheeted corpse, the sudden flare of lights 
IS the long snuffs were removed from the candles, the s 
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the olose-shuttered room, and my own predisposition to invest 
death with a superaaturaj interest, Lad raised my heart to my 
throat. I wfdked ba.ckwaid and forward in the garden-path ; and 
the hlack shadows beneati the IDa^s, and even the glittering of 
the glow-worms wifJiin them, seemed weird and fearftil. 

The clock struck, and I re-entered. My companions still 
Hlept, and I passed on to the inner chamber. I trimmed the 
lights, and stood and looked at the white heap lying so fearfuUy 
still within the shadow of the curtains ; and my blood seemed to 
freeze. At the moment when I was turning away with a strong 
effort at a more composed feeling, a noise like a flutter of wings, 
followed by a rush and a sudden sUence, stnict on my startled 
car. The street was as quiet as death, and the noise, which was 
far too audible to be a deeeptioa of tJie fency, had come from the 
side toward an uninhabited wing of the house. My heart stood 
still. Another instant, and tho fire-screen was dashed down, and 
a wMle cat rushed past me, and, with the speed of light, sprang like 
a hyena upon the coi'pse. The flight of a vampyre into the 
chamber would not have more curdled my veins, A convulsive 
shudder ran cold over me, but recovering my self-command, I 
rushed t<i the animal (of whose horrible appetite for the flesh of 
the dead I had read incredulously), and attempted to tear her 
from the body. With her claws fixed ia the breast, and a yowl 
like the wail of an infernal spirit, she crouched fearlessly upon it, 
and the stains already upon the sheet convinced me that it would 
be inipoasible to remove her without shockingly disfiguring the 
corpse. I seized her by the thr jat, in the hope of choking her ; 
but, with the fiist prpssure of my fingers, she flew mto my face, 
and the infuriated -mm,.! s cmed persuaded tJiat it was a con- 
test for hfe. Half bhnded by the fury of her attack, I loosed her 
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for a momont, and she immediatdy leaped again upon the corpse, 
and had covered her feet and fece with hlood hefore I could re- 
cover my hold upon her. The body was no longer in a situation 
to te spared, and I seized her with a desperate grasp to diaw 
her off; but, to my horror, the half-covered and bloody corpse 
rose upright in her fangs, and, while I paused in fear, sat with 
drooping arms, and head fallen with ghastly helplessness over the 
shoulder. Tears have not removed that fearful spectacle from 
my eyes. 

The corpse sank back, and 1 succeeded in throttling the mon- 
ster, and threw her at last, lifeless, from the window. I then 
composed the disturbed limbs, laid the hair away once more 
smoothly on the forehead, and, crossing the hands over the bosom, 
covered the violated remains, and left them again to their repose. 
My companions, strangely enough, slept on, and I paoed the gar- 
den-wallt aloni!, till the day, to my mespressihle relief, dawned 
over the mountains. 



I WAS called upon in my senior year to watch with an insane 
student. He was a man who had attracted a great deal of atten- 
tion in college. He appeared in an extraordinary costume at the 
beginning of our freshman term, and wrote himself down as Wash- 
ington Grejling, of , an unheard-of settlement somewhere 

beyond the Mississippi. His coat and other gear might have been 
the work of a Chickasaw tailor, aided by the superintending taste 
of some white huntsman, who remembered faintly the oafiline of 
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habilimeiita he had not seen for half a century. It was a body of 
gi'een cloth, eked out with wampum and ott-ar-shin, and would have 
been ridiculous if it had not encased one of the finest models of a 
manly frame that ever trod the earth. With close-curling hlack 
hair, a fine weather-browned complexion, Spanish features (from 
his mother — a frequent physiognomy in the countries bordering 
on Spanish America), and the port and lithe motion of a lion, he 
was a figure to look upon in any disguise with warm admiration. 
He was '.oon j.ut intD the hands of a tailor-proper, and, with the 
fiLility wh ch bel ngs t< his countrymen, became in a month the 
beit dresse 1 man in college His manners were of a gentleman- 
like mildness, enTgetie, but courteous and chivalresque, and un- 
like m st ^avagea and all cjin'., he polished without " losing his 
mark." At the end of his first term, ha would have been called 
a high-bred gentleman at any court in Europe. 

The opening of his mind was almost aa rapid and extraordinary. 
He seized everything with an ardor and freshness that habit and 
difficulty never deadened. He was like a man who had tumbled 
into a new star, and was collecting knowledge for a world to which 
he was to return. The first in all games, the wildest in all ad- 
venture, the most distinguished even in the elegant society for 
which the town is remarkable, and aafailingly brilliant in his 
recitations and college performances, he was looked upon as a sort 
of admirable phenomenon, and neither envied nor opposed in 
anything. I have often thought, in lookmg on him, that his sen- 
sations, at coming fresh from a wild, wistcrn prauie, and, at the 
first measure of his capacities With men of bcttir advantages, 
finding himself so uniformly superior, mu'^t ha^e been stirringly 
delightful. It is a wonder he ne^ei b(.cime inoffint , but it was 
the last foible of which he could hwe been a:,cuaed 
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We were reading hard for the honors in tha senior year, when 
Greyling Buddeuly lost his reason. He had not been otherwise 
ill, and had, apparently in the midst of high health, gone mad at 
a moment's warning. The physicians scarce knew how to treat 
him. The confinement to which he was at first suhjected, how- 
ever, was thought inexpedient, and he seemed to justify their 
lenity by the gentlest behavior when at liberty. He seemed op- 
pressed by a heart-brealsing melancholy. We took our turns in 
guarding and watching with him, and it was upon my first night 
of duty that the incident happened which I have thus endeavored 
to introduce. 

It was scarce like a vigil with a sick man, for our patient went 
regularly to bed, and usually slept well. I took my " Lucretius" 
and the " Book of the Martyrs," which was just then my favorite 
reading, and, with hot punch, a cold chicken, hooks, and a fii'e, I 
looked forward to it aa merely a studious night ; and, aa the wintry 
wind of January rattled in at the old college windows, I thrust 
my feet into slippers, drew my dressing-gown about me, and con- 
gratulated myself on the excessive comfortableness of my position. 
The Sybarite's bed of roses would have been no temptation. 

It had snowed all day, but the sun had set with a red rift in the 
clouds, and the face of the sky was swept in an hour to the clear- 
ness of — I want a comparison — your own blue oyo, dear Mary t 
The all-glorious arch of heaven was a mass of sparkling stars. 

Greyling slept, and I, wearied of the cold philosophy of the 
Latin poet, took to my " Book of Martyrs." I read on, and 
read on. The college clock struck, it seemed to me, the quarters 
rather than the hours. Time flew : it was three. 

" Horrible ! most horrible !" I started from my chair with the 
exclamation, and felt as if my scalp were self-lifted from my 
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Leal It was a description, in the harrowing faithfulness of tlio 
1 iBjfuagp of olden time, piiintiDg almost the articulat-c groans of an 
impaled Christian. I clasped the old iron-hound hook, and 
rushed to the window as if my heart were stifling for fresh air. 

\j:am it the Are. The large walnut fagots had burnt to a he J 
of height coah, ind I oat gazing into it, totally unahle to shake off 
the fearful inuuhus fi im my breast. The martyr was there^oa 
the very hearth — with the stakes scornfully crossed in his body ; 
and, as the largp coal cracked asunder and revealed the brightness 
within, I seemi 1 to foUiw the nerve -rending instrument from hip 
to shoulder, and suffer with him, pang for pang, as if the burning 
redness wore the pools of his fevered hlood. 

"Aha!" ■ 

It struck on my ear like the cry of an exulting fiend. 

I shrunk into the chair as the awful cry was repeated, and 
looked slowly and with difficult courage over my shoulder. A 
single fierce eye was fixed upon me fiom the mass of hed-cbthes, 
and, for a moment, the relief from the fear of some supernatural 
presence was like water tfl a parched tongue. I sank back, re- 
lieved, into the chair. 

There was a rustling immediately in the bed, and, starting 
again, I found the wild eyes of my patient fixed steadfastly upon 
mo. He was creeping stealthily out of bed. His bare foot 
touched the fioor, and his toes worked upon it as if he was feeling 
its strength, and in a momeut he stood upright on his feet, and, 
with his head forward and his pale face livid with rage, stepped 
toward me. I looked to the door. He observed the glance, and 
in the next instant he sprung clear over the bed, turned the key, 
and dashed it furiously through the window. 

"Now!" said he. 
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" Grejling !" I said. I had heard that a calm and fixed gaze 
would contiol a madman, and, with the most difficult exertion of 
nerve, I met his lowering eye, and we stood looking at eaGh other 
for a full minute, like men of marble. 

" Why have you left your bed ?" I mildly asked. 

" To kill you !" was the appalling answer ; and, in another mo- 
ment, Ike ligLt stand was swept from between us, and he struck 
me down with a blow that would have felled a giant. Naked as 
he was, I had no hold upon him, even if in muscular strength I 
had been his matcL ; and, with a minute's struggle, I yielded, for 
reMstance was vain. His knee was now upon my breast and his 
left hand in my hair, and he seemed, by the tremulousness of hia 
clutch, to be hesitating wketliev he should dash my brains Out on 
the hearth. I could scaice breafie with hia weight upon my 
cheat, hut I tried, with Ike broken words I could command, to 
move his pity. He laughed, as ODly maniacs can, and placed his 
hand on my throat. Oh God ! shall I ever forget the fiendish de- 
liberation with which he closed those feverish fingers ? 

"Gteyling! for God's sake ! Greyling!" 

" I>ie ! curse you !" 

In the agonies of suffocation I struck out my arm, and almost 
buried it in the fire upon the hearth. With an expiring thought, 
I grasped a handful of the red-hot coals, and had just strength 
sufficient to press them haid loamst his side. 

"Thank God!" I LSclaimLd with my first breath, as my eyes 
recovered from their sickness, ind I looked upon the familiai- ob- 
jects of my chamber once n ore 

The madman sat ciouched liki, a whipped dog in tlie farthest 
comer of the room, gibbering and moaning, with his hands upon 
his burnt side. I felt that I had escaped death by a miracle. 
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The door waa looked, and, in dread of another attack, I threw 
up the brokon window, and, to vaj unutterable joy, the figure of & 
man was visihle upon the snow near the ont-huildings of tie col- 
lage. It wa.s a charity-student, risen before day to labor in the 
wood-yard. I shouted to him, and Grejling leaped to his feet. 

"■ There is time yet !" said the madman ; but, as he came toward 
me again wilb the same panther-like caution as before, I seized a 
heavy stone pitcher standing in the window-aeat, and, hurling it at 
him with a fortunate force and aim, he fell stunned and bleeding 
on the fioor. The door was burst open at the next moment, and, 
calling for assistance, we tied the wild Missourian into his bed, 
bound up his head and side, and committed him to fresh 
watchers. # # * » * 

We have killed bears together at a Missouri salt-liok since 
then ; but I never see Wash. Greyling with a amile off his face, 
without a disposition to look around for the door. 



I HAVE only, io my hfe, known one lunatic — properly so called. 
In the days when I canied a satchel on the banks of the Shaw- 
sheen (a river whose half-lovely, half-wHd scenery ia tied like a 
silver thread about my heart), Larry Wynn and myself were the 
farthest boarders from school, in a solitary farm-house on the edge 
of a lake of some miles square, called by the undignified title of 
Pomp's Pond. An old negro, who waa believed by the boys to 
have come over with Chvistopher Columbus, was the only other 
human being within anything like a neighborhood of the lake (it 
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took its name from him), and the only approaches to its waters, 
girded in as it was by an almost impenetrable forest, were the 
patb throiigli oM Pomp's clearing, and that by onr own door. 
Out of school, Larry and I were inseparable. He was a pale, sad- 
faced boy, and, in the first days of our intimacy, he had ooafided 
a secret to me which, from its uncommon nature, and the esces- 
sive caution with which ho kept it from every one else, bound me 
to him with more than the common ties of school-fellow attach- 
ment. "Wc bnilt wigwams together in the woods, had our toma- 
hawks made of the same fashion, united our property in fox-traps, 
and played Indians with perfect contentment in each other's ap- 
probation. 

I had found out, soon after my arrival at school, that Larry 
never slept on a moonlight night. With the first slender horn 
that dropped its silver and graceful shape behind the hills, his 
uneasiness commenced, and, by the time its full and perfect orb 
poured a flood of radiance over vale and mountain, he was like 
one haunted by a pursuing demon. At early twilight he closed 
the shutters, stuffing eveiy crevice that could admit a ray ; and 
then, lighting as many candles as he could beg or steal from our 
thrifty landlord, he sat down with bis book in moody silence, or 
paced the room with an uneven step, and a solemn melancholy in 
his fine countenance, of which, with all my familiarity with him, I 
was almost afraid. Violent exercise socmed the only relief, and 
when the candles burnt low after midnight, and the stillness around 
the lone ferm-house became too absolute to endure, he would 
throw up the window, and, leaping desperately out into the moon- 
light, rush up the hill into the depths of the wild forest, and walk 
on with supernatural excitement till the day dawned. Faint and 
pale, he would then creep into his bod, and, begging mo to make 
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his very common and always credited excuse of illness, sleep 
Bouudly till I returned from school. I soon became used to his 
way, ceased fo follow him, as I had once or twice endeavored to 
do, into tlio forest, and never attempted to break in on the fixed 
and rapt silence which seemed to tranafonu his lips to marble 
And for all this Larry loved me. 

Our preparatory studies were completed, and, to our mutual de- 
spair, we were destined to different universities. Larry's father 
was a disciple of the great Ohannsng, and mine a Trinitarian of 
uncommon zeal ; and the two institutions of Yale and Harvard 
were in the hands of most eminent men of either persuasion, and 
few are tie minds that could resist a four years' ordeal in either. 
A student was as certain to come forth a Unitarian from ono, as a 
Calvinist from the other ; and, in the New England States, these 
two sects are bitterly hostile. So, to the glittering atmosphere of 
Chanuing and Everett went poor Larry, lonely and dispirited ; 
and I was committed to the sincere zealots of Connecticut, some 
two hundred miles off, to loam Latin and G-reek, if it pleased 
Heaven, but the mysteries of " election and free grace," whether 

Time crept, ambled, and galloped, by turns, as we were in love 
or out, moping in term-time, or revelling in vacation, and gra- 
dually, I know not why, our correspondence had dropped, and the 
four years had come to their successive deaths, and we had never 
met. I grieved over it ; for in those days I believed, with a. 
schoolboy's fatuity, 

"That two, or one, are almost what they soem;" 

and I loved Larry Wynn, as I hope I may never love man or 
woman again — with a pain at my heart. I wrote one or two re- 



Ho.ted by Google 



106 AMERICAN ST.EIGHING, 

proacliful letters in mj senbr years, but Lis answers were over- 
strained, and too fuU of pvotest.ations by half; and, seeing that 
absence had done its usual work on him, I gave it up, and wrote 
an epitaph oa a departed fi-iendship. I do not know, by the way, 
why I am detaining you with all this, for it has nothing to do with 
my story ; but, let it pass as an evidence that it is a true one. 
The climax of things in real life has not the regular proeeHsion of 
ineidenta in a tragedy. 

Some two or three years after we had taken " the irrevooablo 
yoke" of life upon us, (not matrimony, but money-raaisng,) a 
winter occurred of uncommonly fine sleighing — shdgvng they call 
it in England. At such times the American world is all abroad, 
either for business or pleasure. The roads are passable, at any 
rate of velocity of which a horse is capable ; smooth as m<»Uagv.M 
Rmses, and bard as is good for hoofs ; and a hundred miles is 
diminished to ten, in facility of locomotion. The hunter brings 
down his venison to the cities, the western trader takes his family 
a hundred leagues to buy calicoes and tract*, and parties of all 
kinds scour the country, drinking niiiiled wine and " flip," and 
shiking the very nests out of the fir-trees with the ringing of their 
horses' bells. Ton would think death and sorrow were buried in 
the snow with the leaves of the last autumn. 

I do nut know why I undertook, at this time, a journey to the 
West ; certainly not for scenery, for it was a world of waste, de- 
solate and dazzling whiteness, for a thousand unbroken miles. The 
trees were weighed down with snow, and the houses were thatched 
and half buried in it, and the moiintalus and valleys were like the 
vast waves of an illimitable sea, congealed with it? yeasty foam in 
the wildest hour of a tempest. The eye lost its power in gazing 
on it. The " spirit-bird," that spread his refreshing green wings 
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before the pained eyes of Thalaba, would have been a 

feUow traveUer. The worth of the eyesight lay in the purchase 

of a pair of green goggles. 

In the course of a week or too, after skimming over the buried 
scenery of half a dozen States, each as large as Great Bri- 
tain, (more or less,) I found myself iu a small town on the 
border of one of our western lakes. It was some twenty years 
Binee the bears bad found it thinly settled enough for theh- pur- 
poses, and now it contained, perhaps, twenty thousand souls. 
The oldest inhabitant, born in the town, was a youth m his minor- 
ity. Witt the usual precocity of new setaements, it had already 
most of the peculiarities of an old metropolis. The burnt stumps 
BtiU stood about among the houses ; but tbere was a fashionable 
circle, at the head of which were the lawyer's wife and the mem- 
ber of Congress's daughter ; and people ate their peas with silver 
forks, and drank their tea with scandal, and forgave men's m^y 
ans and refused to forgive women's ow, very much as In towns 
whose history is written in black letter. I dare say there were 
not more than one or two offences against the moral and Levitical 
law, fashionable in Europe, which bad not been committed, 

with the authentic aggravations, in the town of ; I 

would mention the name if this were not a true story. 

Larry Wjnn (now Lawrence ffjnn, Esq.,) Uved here. He 
had as they say in the United States, "hung out a shingle" 
{LondoniM, put up a sign) as attorney-at-law, and, to all tlie 
twenty thousand innocent inhabitants of the place, he was the 
oracle and the squire. He was besides colonel of mihtia, church- 
warden, and canal commissioner ; appointments which speak vo- 
lumes for the prospects of " rising young men" in our flourishing 
repubUc. 
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Larry was glad to see me— veiy. I was more glad to see kim. 
I have a soft heart, and foi-give a wrong geuarally, if it touches 
neither my vanity nor my loves. I forgot his neglect, and called 
him " Larry." By the same token he did 'n.ol call me " Phil." 
(There are very few that love me, patient reader ; but those who 
do, thus abbreviate my pleasant name of Philip. I was called 
after the Indian sachem of that name, whose blood racs in this 
tawny hand.) Larry looked upon me as a ma^. I looked on 
liim, with all Ms dignities and changes, through the sweet vista of 
memory— as a boy. His mouth had acquired the pinched comers 
ef caution and mistrust common to those who know their fellow- 
mea ; but I never saw it, unless when speculating as I am now. 
Ho was te me the pale-faced and melancholy friend of my boy- 
hood ; and I ooulJ have slept, as I used to do, with my arm around 
his neck, and feared to stir lest I diouldwake him. Had my last 
earthly hope lain in tie palm of my hand, I could have given it 
to him, had he needed it, but to make him sleep ; and yet ho 
thought of me but as a stranger under his roof, and added, in his 
warmest moments, a " Mr." to my name ! There is bat one cir- 
camstance in my life that has wounded me more. Memory 
avaunt ! 

Why should there be no unchangeableness in the world ? why 
no tnendship ? or why am I, and you, gentle reader, (for by your 
continuing to pore over these idle musings, you have a heart too,) 
gifted with this useless and restless organ beating in our bosoms, 
if its thirst for love is never to be slaked, and its aching self-ful- 
noss never to find flow or utterance ? I would positively seD my 
whole stock of affections for three farthings. WiH you say 
"tieoV 

" You ai-e come in good time," said Larry, one morning, with a 
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balf-smjle, " and sliall be gi'oomsmaii to me. I am going to bo 
married." 

" Married ?" 

" Married." 

I repeated the word after him, for I waa surpiscd. lie had 
never opened bis lips about his unhappy lunacy, since my arrival, 
and I had felt hurt at this apparent ucwillingneBs to renew our 
anoient confidence, but had felt a repugnance to any forcing of the 
topic upoD bim, and could only hope that he had outgrown or 
overcome it. I argued, immediately on this information of his 
intended marriage, that it must be so. No man, in his senses, I 
thought, would lint an impending madness to the fate of a confid- 
ing and lovely woman. 

He took me mto hi? sleigh, and we drove to her father's house. 
'^ht wa^ a flower m the wilderness. Of a delicate foim, as all 
my couatrywomt,n are, and lovely, as quite all certainly are not, 
la ge eyed, soft m her manners, and yet less timid than confiding 
aid ststcr like— -With a shade of melancholy in her smile, caught, 
p ibaps, with the " trick of sadness" from himself, and a pati-i- 
tiin bligbtn^ss of reserve, or pride, which nature sometimes, in 
\ ery mockery ot high birth, t-eacbes her most secluded child — the 
1 lie elect was, is I have said befrre, a fliwer in the wilderness 
Sbp WIS one of those women we Sigh to lork upon as th>-> pass 
by — an if there went a fi i^mpnt rf the wreck of some i'le'^sed 
dieim 

ThL liyarrn d for the we Iding, and the slu^h-bclh jinked 
m irilj mto the village The inotning was as soft ind genial ii 
J me, and the light snow on the ■surface of the lake mJted ird 
in on the bieast of the siiil \i, \ nfath, gning it (he flirt jf 
on white silvei imnir, •^tiLtihui^ tj the edgeof the honzin It 
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was oxi^Tiiaitely beaatifid, and I was standing at the window in the 
afternoon, looking off upon the shining expanse, when Larry ap- 
proached, and laid his hand familiarly on my shoulder. 

" What glorious skating we shall have," said I, " if this smooth 
water freezes to-night !" 

I turned the nest moment to look at him ; for we had not 
skated together since I went oat, at his earnest entreaty, at mid- 
night, to skim the little lake where we had passed our boyhood, 
and drive away the fever from his brain, under the light of a full 
moon. 

He remembered it, and so did I ; and I put my arm behind him, 
for the color fled from his face, and I thought he would have sunk 
to the floor. 

" The moon ia full to-niglit," S!iid he, recovering instantly to a 
cold self-possession. 

I took hold of his hand firmly, and, in aa kind a tone as I eould 
summon, spoke of our early friendship, and, apologizing thus for 
the freedom, asked if he had quite overcome his melancholy 
disease. His face worked witli emotion, and he tried to with- 
draw his hand from my clasp, and evidently wished to avoid an 

" Tell me, dear Larry," said T. 

" Oh G-od ! no !" said he, breaking violently from me, and 
throwing himself with his face downward upon the sofe. The 
tears streamed through his fingers upon the silken cushion. 

" Not cm-ed ? And does she know it ?" 

"No ! no ! thank God ! not yet !'' 

I remained silent a few minutes, listening to his suppressed 
moans, (for lie seemed heart-broken with the confession,) and 
pitying while I inwardly condemned him. And then the picture of 
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that lovely and fonil woman rose up before me, and the impoaaibility 
of concealing his fearful malady from his wife, and the fixed in- 
sanity in which it must end, and the whole wreck of her hopes 
and his own prospects and happiness — and my heart grew sick. 

I sat down by him, and, as it was too late to remonstrate on 
the injustice he was committing toward her, I asked Iiow ho came 
t« appoint the night of a full moon for his wedding. He gave up 
his reserve, calmed himself, and talked of it at last as if he were 
relieved by the eomraun cation Never ihiO I f rj,et the doomed 
pall r the strainmg eye and fpveiish hanl ot my poor friend 
during that hilf hour 

Since he hid left colle^ h 1 t 1 t v witl t! whole energy 
of hki soul a^instit He had jlin" d nt bisinoss — he had 
kept his bed, resolutely, night after night, till his brain seemed on 
the verge of phreusy with the effort — he had taken opium to se- 
cure to himself an artificial sleep ; but he had never dared to con- 
fide it to any one, and he had no friend to sustain him in his feai- 
fut and lonely houra ; and it grew upon him rather than diminish- 
ed. He described to me, with the most touching pathos, how he 
had concealed it for years — how he had stolen out like a thief to 
give vent to his insane restlessness in the silent streets of the 
city at midnight, and in the more silent solitudes of the forest — 
how he had prayed, and wrestled, and wept over it — and finally, 
how he had come to believe that there was no hope for him, es- 
cept in the assistance and constant presence of some one who 
would devote life to him in love and pity. Poor Larry ! I put 
np a silent prayer in my heart that the desperate experiment 
Diight not end in agony and death. 

The sun set, ;tnd, according to iiij prediction, the wind clianged 
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suddenly to the north, and the whole surface of the lake, ia a 
couple of hours, became of the lustre of polished steel. It was 
intensely cold. 

The fires hiazed in every room of the bride's paternal n 
and I was there early, to fulfil my office of master o 
at the bridal. My heart was weighed down with a sad boding, 
but I shook off at least the appearance of it, and superintended the 
concoction of a huge bowl of punch, with a merriment which 
communicated itself, in the shape of most joyous hilarity, la a 
troop of juvenile relations. The house resounded with their 
shouts of laughter. 

In the midst of our noise in the small inner room, entered 
Larry. I started back, for he looked more like a demon possess- 
ed than a Christiaa man. He had walked to the house alone in 
the moonlight, not daring to trust himself in company. I turned 
out the turbulent troop about me, and tried to dispel his gloom, 
for a face like his, at that moment, would have put to flight the 
rudest bridal pnrty ever assembled on holy ground. He seized on 
the bowl of strong spirits which I hid mised for a set of hardy 
farmers, ind, befoie I could teai it fiom his lips, had drank a 
quantity which, m an oidinary mood, would have intoxicated him 
helpleooly in an hjur He then sat down with his face buried in 
his hand'^, and, m a few minutes, rose, his eyes sparkling with ex- 
citement, and the whole charactei of ins face utterly changed. I 
thought he had gone wild 

"New, Phil," said he, " now for my bride!" And, with an 
unbecoming levity, he threw open the door, and went half dancing 
into the room where the friends were already assembled to witness 
the ceremony. 

I followed with fear and anxiety. He took his place by the side 
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of the fair creature on whom lie had placed his hopes of life, and, 
though sobered somewhat by the impre^veness of the scene, the 
wild sparkle still danced in his eyes, and I could see that every 
nerve in his frame was excited to tie last pitch of tension- If he 
had fallen a ^bhering maniac on the floor, I should not have been 
astonished. 

The ceremony proceeded, and the first tone of his voice in the 
response startled even the bride. If it had rung from the depths 
of a cavern, it could not have been more sepulchral. I looked at 
him with a shudder. His lips were curled with an exulting ex- 
pression, mixed with an indefinable fear ; and all the blood in his 
face seemed settled about his eyes, which were so bloodshot and 
fiery, that I Lave ever since wondered he was not, at the first 
glanoe, suspected of insanity. Bat oh ! the heavenly sweetness 
with which that loveliest of creatures promised to love and cherish 
him, in siekness and in health ! I never go to a biidal but it 
half breaks my heart ; and, as the soft voice of that beautiful girl 
fell with its eloquent meaning on my ear, and I looked at her, 
with lips calm and eyes moistened, vowing a love which I knew to 
be stronger than death, to one who, I feared, was to bring only 
pain and sorrow into her bosom, my eyes warmed with irrepressible 
tears, and I wept. 

The stir in the room as the clergyman closed his prayer, seem- 
ed to awake him from a trance. He looked aiound with a troub- 
led face for a moment ; and then, fixing his eyes on his bride, he 
suddenly clasped his arras about her, and, straining her violently 
to his bosom, broke into an hysterical passion of tears and laugh- 
ter. Then suddenly resuming his self-command, he apologized 
for the over-excitement of his feelings, and behaved with forced 
and gentle propriety till the guests departed. 
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Thero way an apprehensive gloom over the spirits of the small 
bridal party left in the lighted rooms ; and, as they gathered round 
the fire, I approached, and endeavored to take a gay farewell. 
Larry was sitting with his arm about his wife, and he wrung my 
hand ia silence, as I said, " G-ood-night," and dropped his haad 
upon her shoulder. I made some futile attempt to rally him, but 
it jarred on the general feellDg, and I left the house. 

It was a glorious nigKt. The clear piercing air had a vitreous 
hrilliancy, which I have never seen in any other climate, the raya 
of the moonlight almost visibly splintering with the keenness of 
the frost. The moon herself was in tie zenith, and there seemed 
nothing between her and the earth hut palpable and glittering 

I hurried home : it was but eleven o'clock ; and, heaping up 
the wood in the large fireplace, I took a volume of " Ivankoe," 
which had just then appeared, and endeavored to rid myself of 
my unpleasant thoughts. 1 read on till midnight ; and then, in a 
pause of the story, I rose to look out upon the night, hoping, for 
poor Larry's sake, that the moon was buried in clouds. The 
house was near the edge of the lake ; and, as I looked down upon 
the glassy waste, spreading away from the land, I saw the dark 
figure of a man kneeling directly in the path of the moon's rays. 
In another moment he rose to his feet, and the tall, slight form of 
my poor friend was distinctly visible, as, with long and powerful 
strokes, he sped away upon his skates along the shore. 

To fake my own Hollanders, put a collar of fur around my 
mouth, and hurry after him, was the work of but a minute. My 
straps were soon fastened ; and, following in the marks of thu 
sharp irons at the top of my speed, I gained sight of him in about 
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half an hour, and, with great effort, neared him sufficiently to 
shout hia mime witii a hope of being heard. 

" Lai-ry ! Lany !" 

The lofty-inountain shore gave back the cry in repeated echoes 
- — but he redoubled his strokes, and sped on fester tlian before. 
At my utmost speed I followed on ; and when, at last, I could 
almost lay my hand on his shoulder, I summoned my strength to 
my breathless lungs, and shouted again — " Larry .' Larry !" 

He half looked hack, and the full moon at that instant streamed 
full into his eyes. I have thought since that he could not have 
seen me for its daaaling biightness ; but I saw every line of his 
features with the distinctness of daylight, and I shall never forget 
them. A line of white foam ran through his half-parted lips ; his 
hair streamed wildly over Lie forehead, on which the perspiration 
glittered in large drops ; and every lineament of his expressive 
face was stamped with unutterable and awful horror. He looked 
back no more ; but, increasing his speed with an energy of which 
I did not think his slender frame capable, he began gradually to 
outstrip me. Trees, rocks, and hills, fled back like magic. My 
lirahs began to grow numb ; my fingers had lost all feeling, but a 
strong northeast wind was behind us, and the ice smoother than a 
mirror ; and I struck out my feet mechanically, and still sped on 

For two hours we had kept along the shore. The branches of 
the trees were reflected in the polished ice, and the hills seemed 
hanging in the air, and floating past us with the velocity of storm- 
clouds. Far down the lake, however, there glimmered the just 
visible light of a fire, and I was thanking God that we were pro- 
bably approaching some human succor, when, to my horror, the 
retreating figure before me suddenly darted off to the loft, and 
made, swifter than before, toward the centre of the icy waste. 



Hooted by Google 



116 CHASE OF A MADMAN. 

Oh, God ! what feelings were mine at that moment ! Follow him 
far I dared not ; for, the sight of land once lost, as it would be 
almost instantly with our tremendous speed, we perished, without 
a possibility of relief 

He was far beyond my voice, and to overtake him was the only 
hope. I summoned my last nerve for the effort, and, keeping him 
in my ejo, struck across at a sharper angle, with the advantage of 
the wind full in my back. I had taken note of the mountains, and 
knew that we were already forty miles from home, a distance it 
would be impossible to retrace against the wind ; and the thought 
of freezing to death, even if I could overtake him, forced itself ap- 
pallingly upon me. 

Away 1 flew, dcapMr giving new force to my limbs, and soon 
gained in thp joir lunatic, whise efforts seemed flagging and 
faint I ncarpd hrm Auotbtr stnygle ! I could have dropped 
down wheie I waa, and slept, it there were death in the first 
minute, so stiff and drowaj waa every muscle in my frame. 

" Laiiy '" I shouted " Liiry '" 

He started at the sound, and I could hear a smothered and 
breathless shriek, as, with supernatural strength, he straightened 
up his bending figure, and, leaning forward again, sped away from 
me, like a phantom on the blast. 

I oould follow no longer. I stood stiff on my skates, still going 
on rapidly before the wind, and tried to look after him, but the 
frost had stiffened my eyes, and there waa a mist before them, and 
they felt like glass. Nothing was visible aroundme but moonlight 
and ice, and, dimly and slowly, I began to retrace the slight path 
of semicircles toward the shore. It was painful work. The wind 
seemed to divide the very fibres of the skin upon my face. Vio- 
longer warmed my body, and I felt the cold shoot 
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Bharplj into my loins, and bind across my breast like a chain of 
ice ; and, witii the utmost strength of mind at my command, I 
could just resist the ten-ible incHnation to lie down and sleep. I 
forgot poor Larry. Life — dear life ! — was now my only thought ' 
So selfish are we in our extremity ! 

With difficulty I at last reached the shore, and then, unbutton- 
ing my coat, and spreading it wide for a sail, I set my feet to- 
gether, and went slowly down before the wind, fill the fire which 
I had before noticed began to blaze cheerily in the distance. It 
seemed an eternity, in my slow progress. Tree after tree threw 
the shadow of its naked branches across the way ; hill after hill 
glided slowly backward ; but my knees seemed frozen together, 
and my joints fixed in ice; and, if my life had depended on strik- 
ing out my feet, I should hare died powerless. My jaws were 
locked, my shoulders drawn half down to my knees, and, in a few 
minutes more, I am well convinced, the blood would have thick- 
ened in my veins, and stood still, for ever. 

I could see the tongues of the flames— I counted the burning 
fagots — a form passed between me and the Sre — I struck, and fell 
prostrate on the snow ; and I remember no more. 

The sun mas darting a slant beam through the trees when I 
awoke. The genial warmth of a large bed of embers played on 
my cheek, a thick blanket enveloped me, and beneath my head 
was a soft cushion of withered leaves. On the opposite side of the 
fire lay four Indians wrapped in their blankets, and, with her 
head on her knees, and her hands clasped over her ankles, sat an 
Indian woman, who had apparently fallen asleep upon her watoh. 
The stir I made aroused her, and, as she piled on fresh fagots, and 
kindled them to a bright blaze with a handful of leaves, drowsi- 
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nesa came over me again, and I wrapped the blanket aluout nic 
more closely, and shut my ejes to sleep. 

I awoke refrealied. It nmst bave been ten o'clock, by tbe sun. 
Tbe Indiana were about, busy in various occupations, and the 
woman was broiling a slice of deer's flesh on the coals. She offer- 
ed it to me as I rose ; and, having eaten part of it with a piece at 
cake made of meal, I requested her to call in the men, and, with 
offers of reward, easily induced them to go with me in search of 
my lost friend. 

We found Lira, as I had anticipated, frozen to death, far out on 
the lake. The Indians tracked him by tbe marks of bis skate- 
irons, and, from their appearance, be bad sunk quietly down, pro- 
bably drowsy and exhausted, and had died of course without pain. 
His last act seemed to have been under tbe influence of his strange 
madness, for he lay on his face, turned from the quarter of the 
setting moon. 

We carried him home to his bride. Even tbe Indiana were af- 
fected by her uncontrollable agony. I cannot describe tbat scene, 
femiUar as I am with pictures of horror. 

I made inquiries with respect to the position of his bridal 
chamber. There were no shutters, and the moon streamed 
broadly into it : and, after kissing bis sbiieking bride with the vio- 
lence of a madman, he sprang out of the room, with a terrific 
scream, and she saw him no more till be lay dead on his bridal 
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M. Ghabert, the fire-eater, would have found New York ua- 
eomfortable. I would mention the height of the thermometer, hut 
for an ayersion I have to figures. Broadway, at noon, had been 
known to fry soles. 

I had fixed upon the first of August for mj annual trip to 
Saratoga — and, with a straw hat, a portmanteau and a hlack boy, 
wa3 huddled into the " rather-faster-than-lightning" steamer, 
"North America," with about seven hundred other people, like 
myself, just in time. Some hundred and fifty gentlemen and la- 
dies, thirty seconds too lat«, stood " larding" the pine chips upon 
the pier, gazing after the vanishing boat through showers of per- 
spu-ation. Away we " streaked" at the rate of twelve miles in the 
hour against flie current, and, by the time I had penetrated to the 
baggage-closet, and seated William Wilborforee upon my port- 
manteau, with orders not to stir for eleven hours and seven 
miDutes, we were far up the Hudson, opening into its hills and 
rocks, like a witches' party steaming through the Harte in a 
cauldron. 

A North-river steamboat, as a Vermont boy would phrase it, 
is anotker guess sort o' thing from a Britishtr. A coal-barge and 
an eight-oars on the Thames are scarce more dissimilar. Built 
for smooth water only, our river boats are long, shaUow, and 
graceful, of the exquisite proportions of a pleasure-yaoht, and 



Hooted by Google 



120 PARISIAN-ISM IN AMERICA, 

painted as brilliantly and fantastically as an Indian shell. With 
her bow just leaning up from the surface of the stream, her cut- 
water throwing off a cui'ved and transparent abeet from either side, 
her white awnings, her magical speed, and the gay spectacle of a 
thousand well-dreased people on her open decks, I know nothing 
prettier than the virion that shoots hy your door, as you sit smok- 
ing in your leaf-darkened portico on the bold shores of the 
Hudson. 

The American edition of Mrs. Trollope (several copies of which 
are to be found in every boat, serving the same purpose to the 
feelings of the passengers as the escape-valve to the engine) lay 
on a sofa beside bip, and taking it np, as to say, " I will be let 
alone," I commenced dividing my attention, in my usual quiet 
way, between the varied panorama of rock and valley fljing back- 
ward in our progress, and the as varied multitude about me. 

For the mass of the women, as far aa satin slippers, hats, 
dresses and gloves could go, a Frenehman might have fancied 
himself in the midst of a transplantation from the Boulevards. 
In London, French fashions are in a manner Anglified : but an 
American woman looks on the productions of Eerbault, Boivin, 
and Maueuri, as a translator of the Talmud on the inspired text. 
The slight figure and small feet of the race rather favor the resem- 
blance ; and a French milliner, who would probably come to 
America expecting to see bears and buffaloes prowling about the 
landing-place, would rub her eyes in New York, and imagine she 
was still in France, and had crossed, perhaps, only the broad part 
of the Seine. 

The men were a more original study. Near me eat a Kcntuek- 
ian on three chairs. He had been to the metropolis, evidently for 
the first time, and had " looked round sharp." In a fist of no 
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verj dalicate proportions, was crushed a pair of French kid-gloves, 
whioli, if they fulfilled to him a glove's destiny, would flatter " tiie 
rich man" that " the camel" might yet give him the required pre- 
cedent. His hail- had still the traces of having been astonished 
with curling-tongs, and across his Atlastean hreast was looped, in 
a complicated zig-zag, a chain that must have cost him a wilder- 
ness of racoon-skins. His coat was evidently the production of 
a Mississippi tailor, though of the finest English material ; his 
shirt-bosom was ruffled like a swan with her feathers fhU spread, 
and a black silk cravat, tied in a kind of a curse-me-if-l-care 
sort of a knot, flung out its ends like the arms of an Italian impro- 
vimiore. With all this he was a man to look upon with respect. 
His under jaw was set up to its fellow with an habitual deteniiina- 
tiuntlutwouldthrowal k ry t ee ato ashve lutfrinkgo d 
natuie, and the most al olute f eed m f on s ^p c on ky it 
lii^e on his Ajaeean f itures n sfd vi th n irnestae s tl it 
lommended itself at once to your i k n" 

Tn a retired comer, near the wheel st- o 1 a gro ip of Ind a 
as motionless by the hou t g th fi<mres carved in rosso anlico. 

They had been on their elan 1 ly annual visit to the now-culti- 
vated shores of Connect ut th b al place, but unforgotten and 
once wild home of their fath W h the money given them by 

the romantic persons wl ^ a p th are yearly moved by these 

stern and poetical pilgrims, they had taken a passage in the " fire- 
canoe," which would set them two hundred miles on their weary 
jouraey back to the prairies. Their Apollo-like forms loosely 
dressedin blankets, then- gaudy wampum belts and feathers, the 
muscular arm and close clutch upon the rifle, the total ahsencH of 
surprise at the unaccustomed wonders about them, and the lower- 
ing and settled scorn and dislike expressed in their copper faces, 
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would have powerfully impressed a European. The ojily person 
on whom they deigned to cast a glance was the Kentuckian, and 
at him they occasionally stoic a look, as if, through all his metro- 
politan finery, they recognized metal with whose ring they were 
familiar. 

There were three foreigners on hoard, two of them companions, 
and one apparently alone. With their coats too small for them, 
their thick-soled boots and stm-dy figures, collarless eravats, and 
assumed uneonsciousness of the presence of another living soul, 
they were recognizable at once as Englishmen. To most of the 
people on hoard they probably appeared equally well-dressed, and 
of equal pretensions to the character of gentlemen ; hut any one 
who has made observations between Temple Bar aud the steps of 
Crockford's, would easily resolve them into two Birmingham bag- 
men " sinking the shop," and a quiet gentleman on a tour of in- 
fo rmatioa. 

The only other persons I particularly noted were a southerner, 
probably the sou of a planter from Alabama, and a boautifid giil, 
di'essed in singidarly bad tast wl 11 t I kn w 

the " specimen" well. The mi 1 nt tt t 1 th th b t p w 
erfulIy-joint«d frame, the prompt p 1 1 n tl f up ty 

acquired from constant command 1 th tl 1 ab t 

aJly flexible and looking eloq nt u n 1 n nd th y 

in which slept a volcano of viol t pa n w th a 1 tl t 
showed him of a race that I had tddn h nlpf dto 
all the many and distiuet olasse f y nt y H t 

was of the slightest and most f d figu ra fal a f wn 
but with no trace of the dancin at p pt n I m t n 
vivid in her attention to everything about her, and amused with 
all she saw ; a copy of Lalla Rookh sticking fiom the pocket of 
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lioi' Freneli apron, a iiUDiber of gold cliaina Lung outside her trav- 
elling lialiit, anti looped to Iicv lielt, and a f:loiious profusion of 
dark curls broken loose from licv ennil)S and floating unhoodcd over 
her shoulders. 

Toward noon we rounded West Point, and shot suddenly into 
the overshadoived gorge of the mountains, as if we were dashing 
into the vein of a silver mine, laid open nnd molten into a flowing 
river by a flasli of lightning. (The figure should be Montgome- 
ry's ; but I can in no other way give an idea of the sudden dark- 
ening of the Hudson, and the underground effect of the sharp 
over-hanging mountains as you sweep Sr&t into the Highlands.) 

The solitary Englishman, who had been ■watching the Southern 
beauty with the gi-ealest appai-ent interest, had lounged over to her 
Eide of the boat, and, with the instinctive knowledge that women 
have of character, she had shrunk from the more obtrusive at- 
tempts of the ErumniagGms to engage her in conversation, and 
had addressed some remark to him, which seemed to have advan- 
ced them at once to acquaintances of a yejir. They were admir- 
ing the stupendous scenery together, a moment before the boat 
stopped for a passenger, off a small town above the point. As 
Ibe wheels were checked, there was a sudden splash in the water, 
and a cry of " a lady overboard !" I looked for the fair creature 
who had been standing before me, and she was gone. The boat 
was sweeping on, and, aa I iJarted to the railing, I saw the gurgling 
eddy where something had just gone down ; and, in the next mi- 
nute, the Kentuckian and tie youngest of the Indians rushed to- 
gether to (be stern, and clearing the taffi ail with tremendous leaps, 
dived side by side into the very centra of the foaming circle. 
The Engiishman had coolly s?ized a rope, and, by the time they 
reappeared, stood on the railing with a coil in his hand, and flung 
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it with accurate calculation dii'octly over thora. With immovably 
grave faecB, and eyes blinded witli water, the two diveis rose, 
holding high between thorn — a large pine fagot ! Shouts of Utugh- 
tor pealed from the boat, and the Kentwckian, discovering hh 
error, gave the log au indignant fling behind, and, taking hold of 
the rope, lay quietly to be drawn in : while the Indian, disdaining 
assistance, darted through the wake of the boat with arrowy swift- 
ness, and sprang up the side with the agility of a tiger-oat. The 
lady reappeared from the cabin as they jumped dripping upon tie 
deck ; the Kentuckian shook himself, and sat down in the sun to 
dry ; and the graceful and stern Indian, too proud even to put 
the wet hair away from, his forehead, resumed his place, and fold- 
ed his arms, as indifferent and calm, save the suppressed heaving 
of his chest, as if he bad never stirred from bis atone-like pos- 

An hour or two more brought us to the foot of the Catskills, 
and here tiie boat lay alongside the pier, to discharge those of 
her passengers who were bound to the House on the mountain. 
A hundred or m le ni vcd to the gangway, at the tummms to get 
ready, and among them fhi. Southerners and the Ki,n(uekian I 
had begun to feel an inteitst in our fan fellow-pa'''' engei an 1 I 
suddenly determined to lom their partj — a resolution which thi, 
Englishman scmel to come to, at the same moment, and proba- 
bly for the same rea'^n 

We slept at the putty I 11 ij;e on th 1 inK iftheii"ei mJ the 
next day, made the twelve hours' ascent, through glen and forest, 
our way skirted with thi. m>''t gorgeous and odoJi.nt flower^, and 
turned aside and tr w r i o\er by the trees whose biiiy and moss- 
covered trunks would have stretched the conceptions of the 
" Savage Rosa.' Everything that was not lovely was gigantesque 
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and awful. The rocks were split with the visible impress of the 
Almighty Power that had torn them apart, and the daring aad 
diajiy crags spurred into the sky, as if the arms of a hurled and 
phrensied Titan were thrusting them from the mountain's hosoin. 
It gave one a kind of maddening desire to shout and leap — the 
energy with which it filled the mind so out-measured the power 
of the frame. 

Near the end of our journey, we stopped together oa a jutting 
rock, to look back on the obstacles we had overcome. The view 
extended over forty or fifty miles of vale and mountain, and, with 
a half-shut eye, it looked, in its green and lavish foliage, like a 
near and unequal bed of verdure, while the dbtant Hudson crept 
through it like a half-hid satin riband, lost as if in clumps of moss 
amongthe bryken banks of the highlands. I was trying to fix the 
eye of my companion upon West Point, when a steamer, with its 
black funnel iind retreating line of smoke, issued as if from the 
bosom of the hills into an open break of the river. It was as small, 
apparently, as the white hand that pointed to it so rapturously. 

" Oh !'' said the half-breathless girl, " is it not like some fairy 
bark on an eastern stream, with a spice-lamp alight in its prow ?" 
" More Uke an old shoe ailoat, with a cigar stuck in it," inter- 
rupted Kentucky, 

As the sun began to kindle into a blaza of fire,— the tumultuous 
masses, so peculiar to an American sky, turning every ti'ee and 
rock to a lambent and rosy gold, — we stood on the broad platform 
on which the house is built, braced even beyond weariness by 
the mvigorating and rarified air of the mountain, A hot supper 
and an early pillow, with the feather beds and blankets of whi- 
ter, were unromanlic circumstances, but 1 am not aware that any 



Hooted by Google 



126 CAUTEKSKILL FALLS. 

one of the party made any audible objectioa to them ; I sat next 
the Kentuokiaa at table, and can answer for two. 

A mile or two hack fiom the Mountain-House, on nearly the 
same level, the gigantic forest suddenly sinks two or three hun- 
dred feet into the earth, forming a tremendous chasm, over which 
a bold stag might almost leap, and above wliieh the rocks hang on 
either side with the most threatening and frowning grandenr. A 
mountain-stream creeps through the forest to the precipice, and 
leaps as suddenly over, as if, Avethusa-like, it fled into the earth 
from the pursuing steps of a satyr. Thirty paces from its brink, 
you would never suspect, but for the hollow reverberation of the 
plunging stream, that anything but a dim and mazy wood was 
within a day's journey. It is visited as a great curiosity ia scen- 
ery, under the name of Cauterskill Falls. 

We were all oa the spot by tec the nest morning, after a fa- 
tiguing tramp through the forest j for the Kentuckian had reject- 
ed the offer of a guide, undertaking to bring us to it in a straight 
line by only the signs of the water-course. The caprices of the 
Ettle stream had misled hini, however, and we arrived half-dead 
with the fatigue of our cross-marches. 

I sat down on the bald edge of the precipice, and suffered my 
more impatient companions to attempt the difficult aad dizzy de- 
scent before me. The Kentucktan leaped from rock to rock, fol- 
lowed daringly by the Southerner ; and the Englishman, thoroughly 
enamored of the escjuisite chDd of nature, who knew no reserve 
beyond her maidenly modesty, devoted himself to her assistance, 
and compelled her with anxious enti'eaties to descend more cau- 
tiously. I lay at my length as they proceeded, and, with my head 
over the projecting edge of the most prominent crag, watched them 
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y dream, halt'-sfupifiid by the gvand^ui- of tlie scene, Balf- 
ted in thtiij' motion!!. 

They reieiied the bottom of thu gleii at last, and shouted to the 
two who had gouB bafore, but thoy Lad followed the dark paasnge 
of the stream to find ita veat, and were beyond Kight or hearing. 

After sitting a minute or two, tlie restless, but over-fatagued 
gill, rose to go nearer the fall, and I was remarking to myself the 
sudden heavinesa of her steps, when she staggered, and, turning 
toward her oompanion, fell senseless into his arms. Tlie oloae- 
uess of the air below, combined with over-exertion, had been too 
much for her. 

The small hut of an old man who served as a guide stood a 
little back from the glen, and I had rushed into it, and was on the 
first step of the descent with a flask of spirits, when a cry from 
the opposite crag, in the husky aud choking scream of infuriated 
passion, suddenly arrested me. On the edge of the yawning 
chasm, gazing down into it with a livid and death-like paleness, 
stood the Southerner. I mechanically followed his eye. His sis- 
ter lay on her back upon a flat rock immediately below him, and 
over her knelt the Englishman, loosening the dress that pressed 
close upon her thfoat, aud with his face so near to hers as to con- 
ceal it entirely from the view. I felt the brother's misapprehen- 
sion at a glance, but my tongue clung to the roof of my tnouth ; 
for in the madness of his ftivy he stood stretching clear over the 
brink, and every instant I looked to see him plunge headlong. 
Before I could recover my breath, he started back, gazed wildly 
round tnd =eizmg upon a hu^e traoment of rock, heaved it up 
with sup inatui il stungth ind hulled it mto the abyss. Giddy 
ani ■51 1. with horror I tmn d away and covered up my eyes. I 
felti==uielh hil lish Ith itDatoii 
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The lion roar of the Kentuckian was the first sound that fol- 
lowed the thundering crash of the fragnients, 

" Hallo, youngster ! what in tarnation are you arter ? You've 
killed the gal, hy gosh !" 

The next moment I heard the loosened stones as he went plung- 
ing down into the glen, and, hurrying after Lim with my restora- 
tive, I found the poor Englishman lying senseless on the rocts, and 
the fainting girl, escaped miraculously from harm, struggling 
slowly to her senses. 

On examination, the new sufferer appeared only stunned by a 
small fragment which had struck him on the temple, and the 
Kentuckian, taking him up in his arms like a child, strode 
through the spray of the fall, and held his head under the .le- 
eeonding torrent till he kicked lustily for his freedom. With a 
draught from a fiask, the pale Alabamian was soon perfectly re- 
stored, and we stood on the rock together, looking at each other 
like people who had survived an earthquake. 

We climbed the ascent and found the brother lying with his 
face to the earth, beside himself with his oonfiieting feelings. 
The rough tongue of the Kentuckian to whom I had explained 
the apparent cause of the rash act, soon cleared up the tempest, 
and he joined us presently, and walked hack by his sister's side 
in silence. 

We made ourselves into a party to pasa the remainder of tie 
II the Lakes, unwillingly letting ofi^ the Kentuckian, who 
a hurry to get back to propose himself for the 
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I AM not sure whether Lebanon Springs, the scene of a ro- 
mantic story I am about to tell, belong to New York or Massa- 
chusetts. It is not very important, to be sure, in a country 
where people take Vermont and Patagonia to be neighboring 
States ; but I have a natural looseness in geography, which I take 
pains to mortify by exposure. Very odd that I should not re- 
member more of the spot where I took my first lessons m philan- 
dering ! — where I first saw you, brightest and most beautiful, 
A. D., (not Anno Domini,) in your white morning frocks and 
black French aprons ! 

Lebanon Springs are the rage about once in three years. I 
must let you into the secret of these things, gentle reader ; for, 
perhaps I am the only individual existing, who has penetrated 
the mysteries of the four dynasties of American fashion. In the 
fourteen millions of inhabitants in the United States, there are 
precisely four authenticated and undisputed aristocratic families. 
There is one in Boston, one in New York, one m Phikdelphia. 
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and one in IJalti-.oore, By a l,ld,<^;ed Pi'ovidene^, they are not 
all in one State, or we shoiiM havo a civil war and a moaaichy in 
no time. With two hundi'ed miles' interval between them, they 
agree passably, and generally meet at one or another of the three 
watering-places of Saratoga, Ealiston, or Lebanon. Their meet- 
ing is as mysterious as the process of crystallization, for it is not 
by agreement. You must explain it by some theory of homteo- 
pathy or magnetism. As it is not known till the moment they 
arrive, there Is, of course, great excitement among the hotel- 
keepers in these different parts of the country ; and a village 
that has ten thousand transient inhabitants one suramer, has, for 
the next, scarcely as many score. The vast and solitary temples 
of P^stum, are gay in comparison witli tlie^e halls of disappoint- 
ment. 

As I make a point of dawdling away July and August in this 
locomotive metropolis of pleasure, and rather prefer Lebanon, it 
is always agreeable to me to hear that the nuoieua is formed in 
that valley of hemlocks. Not for its scenery ; for really, my 
dear eastern hemiapherian ! yon that are accustomed to what is 
called nature in England, (to wit, a soft park, with a gray ruin in 
the midst,) have little idea how weaiily upon heart and mind 
presses a waste wilderness of mere forest and water, without atone 
or story. Trees in England have characters and tongues ; if you 
see a fine one, yon know whose father planted it, and for whose 
pleasure it w^ designed, and about what sum the man must pos- 
sess to afford to let it stand. They are statisticfi, a-- it weie — so 
many trees, ergo, so many owners, so rich. In Amcjica, on the 
contrary, trees grow, and watei^s i-un, as the stars shme— .juite un- 
meaningly. There may be ton thousand piincely elni-!, and not 
a man within a hundred miles worth " five pounds fiv s " You isk, 
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in England, wIjo has ihe privilege of tLis water ? or yon say of 
an oak, tiiat it stood in sueh a man's time : but, with us, water is 
an element unclaimed and unrentcd ; and a tree dabbles in the 
clouds as they go over, and is like a great idiot, without soul or 
responsibility. 

If Lebanon had a history, however, it woulcl baye been a spot 
for a pilgrimage, for its naiural beauty. It is shaped like a 
lotus, with one leaf laid back by the wind. It is a great green 
cup, with a scoop for a drinking -place. As you walk in the long 
porticoes of the hotel, the dark forest mounts up before you like 
a leafy wall, and the clouds seem just to clear the pine-tops, and 
the eagles sail across from horizon to horizon, without lifting their 
wings, as if yon saw tbem from the bottom of a well. People 
born there, think the world about two miles square, and hilly. 

The principal charm of Lebanon to me, is the village of 
" Shakers," lying in a valley about three miles off. As Glaucus 
wondered at the inert tortoise of Pompeii, and loved it for its 
antipodal contrast to himself, so do I affection (s. French verb 
that I beg leave to introduce to the English language) the Shak- 
ing Quakers. That two thousand men could be found in the 
New World, who would embrace a religion enjoying a frozen and 
nnsympathetjc iuterooiise with the diviner sex ; and that an equal 
number of females could be induced to live in the same com- 
munity, without loclis or walls, in the cold and rigid observance 
of a creed of eelibaey, is to me an inexplicable and grave won- 
der. My delight is to get into my stanhope aftor breakfast, and 
drive over and spend the forenoon in contemplating them at their 
work in the fields. They Iiave a peculiar and most expressive 
physiognomy. The women are pale, or of a wintry redn&js in 
the oheek, and ai-e all attenuated and spare. Gravity, deep and 
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habitual, broods in every line of their thin faces. Tliey go out 
to their labor in company with those serious men, and are never 
seen to smile ; their eyes are all bard and stony, their gait is 
precise and stiff, their voices are of a croaking hoarseness, and 
nature seems dead in them. I would bake you such men and 
women in a brick kiln. 

Do they think the world is coming to an end ! Are there to 
be no more children ? Is Cupid to be thrown out of business, 
like a coach-proprietor on a railroad ? What can the Shakers 
mean, I should be pleased to know ? 

The oddity is that most of them are young. Men of from 
twenty to thirty, and women from sixteen to twenty-five, and 
often, spito of their unbecoming dress, good-looking and shapely, 
meet you at every step. Industrious, frugal, and self-denying, 
they certainly are ; and there is every appearance that their tenets 
of difficult abstincnct arf kept, to the letter There is little 
temptation be>ond frmciple to lemarn, and they are free to go 
■iod (ome as tkey hit yet there they hve oa, m peacp ini unre- 
pming indnstij, and a more thrinug community doc! not exist in 
the Republic Mia^ a time have I duven over, on i Sundaj, and 
watched those ■'olemn vngms dropping in, one after ancther, to 
the church , and when the fine limbed and rus'.ef faced biother 
hood were swimming round the floor m their fanitical dance, I 
hare watched their countenances fji some look ot piefi,ronoo, 
some betnyal of an ill suppressed impulse, till my eyes ached 
at;ain I havL selected the joun^est and taircst and ha\e ntt 
b^t sight ot her for two hour" , and she might hue been mide 
of cheese parmgs, for any trice of emotion Thtre i'* food for 
speculation in it. Can we do ■without matrimony ? Can we 
" strike," and he independent of these deai', delightful tyrants, 
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foi- whom we " lire, and move, and have our being ?" WOl it 
ever be no blot on our escutcheon, to have attained thirty-five as 
an unfructifying unit ? Is that fearful campaign, with all its em- 
barrassments and awkwardnesses, and inquisitions into your money 
and morals, its bullyings and backings-out, is it inevitable ? 

Lebanon has one other charm. Within a morning drive of the 
Springs, lies the fairest village it has ever been my lot to see. It 
is English in its character, except that there is really nothing in 
this country so perfect of its kind. There are many towns in the 
United States more picturesquely situated ; but this, before I had 
been abroad, always seemed to me the very ideal of English rural 
scenery, and the kind of place to set apart for either love or 
death — for one's honeymoon or burial : the two periods of lifo 
which I hiie alwayo hoped wouli find me in the lov<,liest spot of 
nature gtockbridge lies in a broad, sunny lalW, with moun- 
tains at exietly the right distance, and a rnei m its bosom, that 
IS as dihoitc m its wmding-*, and as suited to the charms it wan 
deis amonc, as a vein m the transparent neck of leauty I am 
not going into a regular di^cnption, but I have ciiripd myidf 
back to Lebanon , and the remembiance of the liafj moinings of 
summei , m whah I t'lve diiven to that fair earthly paiadis^, and 
loitered under its elmt, ima^mmg myself amid the scene" of song 
and story m distant England, has a charm for me now I have 
seen the mother land , I have rambled through park, woodland, 
and village, wheievei the name was old and tho scene lovely , 
and it pleases mo to go back to my dreaming days, and compare 
the reahty with the anticipation Most small towns in Ameu(.a 
have traces of itewne s about them The stumps of i ckarma, 
or fie><hl\ bfirded barm — sonietbing thit is the intip des of 
romdU;,e — meeta jour cyi tioin (.\eiy aapttt Stockhrilgo, oa 
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the contrary, is an old town, and the houses are of a raval stmc- 
ttire ; the fields look soft and genial, the grass is swardlllco, the 
bridges picturesque, the hedges old, and the elms, nowhere so 
many and so luxuriant, are full-grown and raajestio. The village 
is embowered in foliage. 

Greatest attraction of all, the autlioress of " Redwood" and 
" Hope Leslie," a novelist of whom America has the good sense 
to ho proud, is the Miss Mitford of Stoekbridge. A man, though 
a distinguished one, may have little influence on the town he 
lives in ; but a remarkable woman is the invariable cynosure of a 
community, and irradiates it all. 1 think I could divine the pre- 
sence of one almost by the growing of tlie trees and flowers. 
" Our Village" does not look like other villacas. 



IL 

You will have foi'gotten that I had a story to tell, dear reader. 

I was at Lebanon in the summer of , (perhaps yon don't 

care about knowing exactly when it was, and, in that case, I 
would rather keep shy of dates. I please myself with the idea, 
that time gets on faster tJian I.) The Springs were thronged. 
The President's lady was there, (this was under our adminis- 
tration, the Adams',) and all the four cHgnes, spoken of above, 
were amicably united — each other's beaus dancing with each 
other's belles, and so on. If I were writing merely for American 
eyes, I should digress once more to describe the distinctive cha- 
I'aeters of the south, north, and central representations of beauty ; 
but it would scarcely interest the general reader. I may say, in 
passing, that the Boston belies were a PAnglaist, rosy and H- 
antes; the New-Yorkers, like Parisians, cool, daagerous, and 
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dressy; and the Baltimoreans, (and so south,) lite lonians or 
Eomaus, indolent, passionate, lovely, and langnishmg. Men, 
women, and pine-apples, I am inclined to think, flourish, with a 
more kindly growth in the fervid latitudes. 

The campaign went on, and a pleasant campaign it was ; for 
the pailies concerned had the management of their own affairs — ■ 
that is, they who had hearts to aeU, made the bargain for them- 
selves, (this was the greater number ;) and they who disposed of 
this commodity gratis, though necessarily young and ignorant of 
tie woild, made the transfer in the same manner — in person. 
This is yom- true Republic. The trading in affections by refer- 
ence — the applying to an old and selfish heart for the purchase 
of a yoiing and ingenuous one — the swearing to your rents, and 
not to your faithful passion — to your settlements, and not your 
constancy — the cold distance between yourself and the young 
Cioature who is to lie in your bosom, till the purchase-money is 
secured, and the hasty marriage and sudden abandonment of a 
nature thus chilled, and put oa its guard, to a freedom with one 
almost a stranger, that cannot but seem licentious, and cannot 
but break down that sense of propriety in which modesty is most 
strongly inti-enched— this seems to me the one evil of your old 
worm-eaten monarchies that side the water, which touches the 
essential happiness of the well-bred individual. Taxation and 
oppre^on are but things he reads of in the morning paper. 

This freedom of intercourse between unmarried people, has a 
single disadvantage — one gets so desperately soon to the end of 
the chapter ! There shall be two hundred young ladies at the 
Springs in a given season, and, by the difference in taste, so 
wisely arranged by Providence, there will scarcely be, of course, 
more than four in that number, whom any one gentleman, at all 
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difficult, wiE find within the range of his bmu ideal With these 
four he may converse freely, twelve houis m the dij — mon,, if 
he particularly desires it. They may iide tOfTcthci, diive togo- 
ther, ramble together, sing tugether, be tof^ethet fiom morning 
till night ; and, at the end of a month passed in thia way, if he 
escape a committal, as is possible, he will know all that arc agree- 
able, in one large circle, at least, as well as he knows his sisters — 
a state of things that is very likely to end in his going abroad 
Boon, from a mere dearth of amusement. 1 have imagined, how- 
ever, the case of an unmajrying idle man — a character too rare, 
as yet, in America, to affect the general question. People 
marry as they die, in that country — when their time comes. We 
musl all marry, is as much an axiom as we must all die, and eke 
as melanch \y 

Shall we g n witl th tory .■' I had escaped for two blessed 
weeks, and wis c nmat dat ng the susceptible gentleman under my 
waistooat-p k t th t n hould never be in love with less than 

the whole sex a "a n wh n German Baron Von arrived at 

the Springs with a lame daughter. She was eighteen, transparently 
fair, and, at first sight, so shrinkingly dependent, so delicate, so 
childlike, that attention to her assumed the form almost of pity, 
and spi-ang as naturally and unsuspectingly from the heart. The 
only womanly trait about her was her voice, which was so deeply 
soft and full, so earnest and yet so gentle, so touched with sub- 
dued pathos and yet so melancholy calm, that, if she spoke after a 
long silence, 1 turned to her involuntarily with the feeling that 
she was not the same — as if some impassioned and eloquent 
woman had taken unaware the place of the simple and petted 
child. 

I am inclined to think there is a particular teaderness in the 
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human breast for lame women. Any other deformity in the 
gentler sex is monsti-ous ; hut lameness (the devil's defect) is 
"the devil." I picture myself, to my own eye, now — pacing 
those rickety colonnades at Lebanon with the gentle Meeta hang- 
ing heavily, and with the dependence inseparable from her infirmi- 
ty, on my arm, while the moon (which was the moon of the 
Rhine to her, full of thrilling and unearthly influences) rode 
"oli'mnly up above the mountain-tops. And that strange voice, 
fillmg hl>e a flute with sweetness as the night advanced, and that 
iiregular pressure of the small wrist ia her forgotten lameness, 
and my own (I thought) almost paternal feeling as she leaned 
more and more heavily, and turned her delicate and fair face con- 
fidinglj up to mine, and that dangerous mixture altogether of 
childlikeness and womanlypassion, of dependence and superiority, 
of reserve on the one subject of love, and absolute confidence on 
every other— if I bad not a story to tell, I could prate of those 
June nights and their witcheries til! you would tbink 

" Tutti gli alberi del mondo 
Fosse ro penne," 

and myself " bitten by the dipsas." 

We were walking one night late in the gallery running around 
the second story of the hotel. There was a hall on the floor be- 
low, and the music, deadened somewhat by the crowded room, 
came up softened and mellowed to the dark and solitary colon- 
nade, and added to other influences in putting a certain lodger in 
my bosom beyond my temporary control. I told Meeta that 1 
loved her. 

The budding stands against the side of a steep mountain high 
up above the valley, and the pines and hemlocks, at that time, 
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hung in then pruiiLval blackness almost over the roof As the 
111 at diihLult lud t-iiibduasbed sentence of which I hid ever been 
dclivtied di(,d m my hjjs, ind Me eta, light enmg her weight in 
my arm, walked in apparently off-nded silence by my aide, i deep 
toned guitai was suddenly stinok in the woods, and a tkar, manly 
yoi<,e bioke foith in a song It pioduced an instant and startbng 
effect on my companun "With thi, first woid she rjuickly with 
diew her arm, aud liter a momenta pause, listening with her 
hands raised in an attitude of the mo^t intcnsi. eagemeis, she 
sprang tu the exttemity of the balustrade and giaed breathlessly 
into the diik depths ot the forest The voice CLised, and she 
started biik, and laid hei hand histily upon my arm 

" I must go," she aid, in a voice ot hniried feehng , " if you 
are generous, stay here and await me !" and in another moment 
she sprang along the bridge connecting the gallery with the rising 
ground in the rear, and was lost in the shadows of the hemlocks. 

" 1 have made a declaration," thought I, " just five minutes too 

I paced up and down the now too lonely colonnade, and picked 
up the fragments of my dream with what philosophy I might. 
By the time Meeta returned — perhaps a half hour, perhaps an 
age, as yon measure by her feeling or mine — I had hatched up a 
very pretty and heroical magnanimity. She would have spoken, 
but was breathless. 

" Explain nothing," I said, taking her arm witlin mine, " and 
let us mutually forget. If I can serve you better than by silence, 
command me entirely. I live but for your happiness — even," I 
added after a pause, " though it spring from another." 

We were at her chamber- door. She pressed my hand with a 
strength of which I did not think those small, slight fingers capa- 
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hh, and vanished, leaTiag uie, 1 am free to confess, less resigned 
thaa you would suppose from lay last flpeech. I had done the 
di-auiatic thing, thanks fo much reading of jou, dear Barry Oorn- 
wall ! but it was not in a play. I remained liilled after the audi- 



The next day a new character appeared on tlie stage. 

" Suc/i a handsome pedlar!" said magniSoeni Helen — 

to me, as I gave my horse to the groom after a ride in searcli of 
hollehore, and joined the promenade at the well : " and what do 
you think f he sells only hy raffle ! It's so nice ! All sorts of 
IJerliu iron ornaments, and evei-ything German and sweet ; and 
the pedlar's smile's worth more than the prizes ; and such a mus- 
tache ! See ! there he is ! — and now, if he has sold all his tickets 
— will you come, Master Gravity r" 

" I hear a voice you cannot hear," thought I, as I gave the 
hcauty my arm, and joined a crowd of people gathered about a 
pedlar's box in the centre of the parteiTe. 

The itmerant vender spread his wares in the midst of the gay 
assemblage, and the raffle went on. He was excessively hand- 
some. A head of the sweet gentleness of Raphael's, with locks 
flowing to his shoulders in the fashion of German students, a soft 
bi'own mustache carving on a short Phidian upper lip, a large 
blue eye expressive of enthusiasm rather than passion, and fea- 
tures altogether purely intellectual — formed a portrait of which 
even jealousy might console itself. TIn-ough all the disadvantages 
of a dress suited to his apparent vocation, an eye the least on the 
alert for a disguise woidd have penetrated his hi a moment. The 
};ay and thoughtless crowd about him, not accustomed to impns- 
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tors who were more than they pretended to be, trusted him for a 
pedlar, but treated him with a respect far above his station, insan- 
sibly. 

Whatever his object was, so it were hooorable, I inly deter- 
mined to give him. all the assistance in mj power. A single 
glance at the face of Meets, who joined the circle as the priKCB 
were drawn— -a face so ehaoged since yesterday, so flushed with 
hope and pleasure, and yet so saddened by doubt and fear, the 
small lips compressed, the soft black eye kindled and restless, and 
the red leaf on her cheek deepened to a feverish beauty — left mo 
no shadow of hesitation. I exchanged a look with her that I in- 
tended should say as much. 

IV. 

I know nothing that girea one such an elevated idea of human 
nature (in one's own person) as helping another man to a woman 
one loves. Oh laat days of minority or thereabout ! oh primal 
manhood ! oh golden time, when we have let go all but the enthu- 
siasm of the boy, and seized hold of all but the selflshnesa of the 
man! oh blessed interregnum of the evil and stronger genius ! why 
can we not bottle up thy hours like tho wine of a better vintage, 
and enjoy them in the parched world- weariness of age ? In the 
tardy honeymoon of a bachelor (as mine will be, if it come ever, 
alas !) with what joy of paradise should we bring up, from the cel- 
lars of the past, a hamper of that sunny Hyppocrene ! 

Pedlar Karl and the " gentleman in No. 10" would have been 
suspected in any other country of conspiracy. (How odd, that 
the highest crime of a monarchy — the attempt to supplant the 
existing ruler— becomes in a republic a creditable profession ! 
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Ton are a traitor here, a polilidan there !) We sat together from 
midaight onward, discoursing in low voices over sherry and sand- 
wiches i and, in that crowded Bahylon, his entrances and exits re- 
quired a very conspirator-lilte management. Known as myfriend, 
his trade and his disguise were up. As a pedlar, wandering about 
where ho listed when not employed over his wares, his interviews 
with Meeta were easily contrived, and his lover's watch, gazing on 
her through the long hours of the ball from the crowd of villagers 
at the windows, hovering about her walks, and feeding his heart 
on the many, many chance looks of fondness given him every hour 
in that out-of-doors society, kept him cemparatively happy. 

" The baron looked hard at you to-day," said I, as he closed 
the door in my little room, and sat down on the bed. 

" Yes ; he takes an interest in me as a countryman, but he does 
not know mc. He is a dull observer, and has seen me but onee 
in GeniiaDj." 

" How, then, have you known Mecta so long ?" 

" I accompanied her brother home from the university, when 
the baron was away, and for a long month we were seldora part- 
ed. Riding, boating on the Ilhine, watchmg the sunset from the 
bartizan of the old castle-tflwers, reading in the old hbrary, ram- 
bling in the park and forest — it was a heaven, my friend, than 
which I can conceive none brighter." 

" And her brother ?" 

" Alas ! changed ! We were both boys then, and a brother is 
slow to believe his sister's beauty dangerous. He was the first to 
shut the doors agamst me, when he heard that the poor student 
had dared to love his highborn Meeta." 

Karl covered his eyes with his hand, and brooded for a while in 
silence on the remembrances he had awakened. 
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" Do you tiiiuk tlio bavon came to Amarioa purposely to avoid 

" Piirtly, I Lave no dou1>t, for I entered the castle one niglit in 
my despair, when I had beea forbidden entrance, and he found me 
at her feet in tlie old corridor. It was the only time he ever saw 
ine, if, indeed, he saw ine at all in the darfeness ; and he immedi- 
ately hastened his preparations for a long-eontemplated jouraey, 
I knew not whither." 

" Did you follow him soon ?" 

" No, for my heart was crushed at first, and I despaired. The 
possibility of following them in my wretched poverty, did not cvea 
occur to me for moatba." 

" How did you track them hither, of ail places in tlic world ?" 

" I sought them first in Italy. It ia easy, on the contjaeutj to 
find out where persona are nol, and after two years' wanderings, I 
heard of them in Paris. Tliey had just sailed for America, I 
followed ; bat in a country where there are no passports, and no 
espionage, it is difficult to trace the traveller. It was probable 
only that they would be at a place of general resort, and I came 
here with no assurance but hope. Thanks to God, the first sight 
that greeted my eyes was my dear Mecta, whose irregular step, as 
she walked back and forth with you in the gallery, enabled me to 
recognize her in the darkness." 

Who shall say the days of romance are over ? The plot is not 
brought to the catastrophe, but we hope it is near. 



My aunt, Isabella SHngsby {now in heaven, with the ' 
thousand virgins," God rest her soul !) wa.s at this time, i 
others, under my respectable charge. She would have sai 
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under hers — but it amouiita to the same thing — ^we lived together 
in peace and harmony. She said what she pleased, for I loved 
her — and I did what I pleased, for she loved ine. "When Karl 
told me that Meeta'a principal objection to an plnpemeat was the 
want of a matron, I shut the teeth of my resolution, as they say 
in Persia, and inwardly vowed my nneonsciois aunt to this exi- 
gency. Ton shotdd have seen Miss Isabella Slingsby to know 
what a desperate man may be brought to resolve on. 

On a certain day, Count Von Kafflensff (as my witty friend and 
ally, Tom Pane, was pleased to call the handsome pedlar) depart- 
ed with his pack and the heaits of all the dressing-maids and 
some of their mistresses, on his way to New York. I drove down 
the road to take my leave of him out of sight, and give him my 

How to attack my auiit was a subject about which 1 had many 
unsatisfaetoi-y thoughts. If there was one thing she disapproved 
of more than another, it was an elopement ; and with what face to 
propose to her to run away with a baron's only daughter, aad 
leave her in the hands of i pedlar, takmg iipon herself, as she 
must, the whole sin and odram, w»3 aa em^i'i I ate, drank, and 
wlept upon, in vaiu. One thmg at last became very clear — she 
would do it for nobody but me Stqititur, I must play the lover 
u,yself 

T commenced with a fit of illness. What was the matter ? For 
two days I waa invisible. Dear Isabella ! it was the fii-st time I 
had ever drawn seriously on thy fellow sympathies, and, how freely 
they flowed at my affected sorrows, I shame to remember ! Bid 
ever woman so weep? Did ever woman so take antipathy to 
man as she to that innocent old baron for his supposed refusal ot 
his daughter to Philip Slingsby > This revival of the reiiicra- 
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brance shall not be in vain. The mignonette and roses planted 
above thy grave, dearest aunt, shall Tmj weeded anew ! 

Oh that long week of management and hjpoi:i'isj ! The day 
cajne at last. 

"Aunt Bel!' 

" What, Philip, dear ?" 

"I think I feel better to-daj." 

" Yes. What say yon to a drivo ? There is the stanhope," 

" My dear Phil, don't mention that horrid stanhope. I am 
sure, if you valued my life — " 

" Precisely, aunl^— {I had taken caro tfl ffvt her a good fright 
the day before) — but Tom Pane kaa offered mo his ponies and 
Jersey wagon, and that, yon know, is the most quiet thing in tie 

world, and holds four. So, perhaps ehem !— you'll ask 

Mocta ?" 

" Um ' Wh>, >oii see, PJiilip— " 

I saw at oni-e, thit, if it got to an ai.ument, I 'm^pi'idii 
Mi^i Hlingshy, though a ^meero Christian, ncvDr could keep her 
temper when she tried to reason 1 kntlt down on her footstool, 
smoothed away the false hau" on her forehead, ind kissed her 
It was a faflcinatmg endearment of mine, (hat I only resorted to 
on great emergencies The hermit tooth, m my aunt's month, 
became grtduilly viiible, heralding whit in yonth had been a 
smile , and, as I asM'ited her in lolliuff up htr embroidtry, she 
looked on me with in unsuspecting affection, that touched my 
heirt I madi a silent vow, that if she survived the srrape into 
which she wis being inveigled, I would be to her ind her dog 
Whimiuulo, (the htier my toe and thy avtision ) the stul nf ej- 
emplarv kmdmss for the remainder ot theu Batui il lives I lay 
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the TinctioE to my soul, that this vow was kept. My aunt 
Messed me slioi-tly before she was called to " wait in white," (she 
liad, hitherto, walked in yellow ;) and, as it would have heen un- 
natui'al in WhimsiooJo to survive her, I considered his " natural 
life" as ended with hers, and had Liiu peacefully strangled on tlio 
same day. He lies at her feet, as usual — a delicate attention, 
of which (I trust in Swedenliorg) her spirit is aware. 

With the exception of " Tom Thumb" and " Battler," who 
were of the same double-jointed family, of interminable wind and 
bottom, there was never, perhaps, such a pair of goers as Tom 
Fane's ponies. My aunt had a lurking hope, I believe, that the 
baron would refuse Meeta permission to join us ; but either be 
did not think me a dangerous person, {I have said before he was 
a dull man,) or he had no objaction to me as a soa-in-law ; which 
my aunt and myself (against the world) would have thought the 
natural construction upon his indifference. He came to the end 
of the colonnade to see us start ; and, as I eased the ribands, and 
let the ponies off, like a shot from a crossbow, I stole a look at 
Meeta. The color had fled from cheek and lip, and the tears 
streamed over them like rain. Aunt Bel was on the back seat, 
grace u Dieu. 

We met Tom at the foot of the hill, and I pulled up. He was 
the best fellow, that Tom Fane ! 

" Ease both the bearing reins," said I ; " I am going up the 
mountain." 

" The devil, you are !" said Tom, doing my bidding, however ; 
" you'll find the road to the Shakers much pleasanter. What an 
odd whim ! It's a perpendicular three miles, Miss Slingsby. T 
would as lief bo hoisted up a well, and let down again. Don t 



Hooted by Google 



146 THE ELOPEMENT. 

go that way, Phil, unless you ave going to run away with Misa 
Von " 

'■ Many a shaft at ratidnni sejit," 

thouolt I and wiTing the tandpm la^Ii oy r the eais of tlie 
ponie>i I brought up the Mlk on the the k of thwi mahpmp 
maslir, and spanked awaj uj the hiU leaiiTi^' him in a ian>e 
hkely to get a fiesh supply ot ftiel hy dinner time Tom was of 
a plethario habit , and if I had not fhousht ht oould affjid to 
burst a blood vessel better than two loveis to breik then hearts, 
T -should not have ventured on the hold measure of borrowmg hia 
horses for an hour, and keeping them a week. We have shaken 
hands upon it since ; but it is my private opinion, that he has 
never forgiven me in his heart. 

As we wound slowly up the mountain, I gave Meeta the reins, 
and jumped out to gather some wild flowers for my aunt. Dear 
old soul ! the attention reconciled her to what she considered a 
very unwarrantable caprice of mine. What I cmld wish to toil 
up tliat steep mouatain for ? Well ! the flowers are charming in 
these high regions ! 

" Don't you see my reason for coming, then, aunt Bella ?" 

" ^T t f tl t 1 Philip?" said she, putting the wild 
flow ff t u t ly uto h r bosom, where they bloomed like 

broil y n ffntyty; "How considerate of you!" 
And h 1 w h si awl a nd her, and was at peace with all tie 
^o''! 1 ^ h th 1 1 uade happy by the young ! Header, 
I scent a moral in the aJi- ! 

We were at the top of the hill. If I was sane, my aunt was 
probably thinking I should turn here and go back. To descend 
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t!ie Other side, and re-ascend and descend again to tlie Springs, 
was liardlj a sort of tiling one wotild do for pleasure. 

" Here's a good place to turn, Pliiiip," said aire, as we entered 
a smootli, iDroad lioilew, on tire top of the mountain. 

I dashed througii it, as if the ponies were shod with tahna. 
My aunt said nothing, and lucirily the road was veiy narrow for a 
mile, and she had a horror of a short turn. A new thought 
atrnoli me. 

» Did jo« ever Itnow, unnt, that there was a way baeli around 
the foot of tiie mountain ?" 

" roar, no ; how deliglitful ! Is it far ?" 

" A couple of hours, or so ; hut I can do it in less. We'll 
try ;" and 1 gave the sure-footed Canadians the whip, and scaui- 
perld down the hUls, as if the rock of Sisyphus had been rolling 

We were soon over the mountain- range, and the road grew 
better and more level. Oh, how fast pattered these little hoofs, 
and how fuH of spirit and eioitement looked those smaB eats, 
catching the hghtesl chnmp I could whisper, like the very spell 
of swiftness' Pines, hemlocks, and cedai s-farmhooses and 
mile*,ne., Bew back hke shadows Mj aunt sat spoeeWess m 
the middle of the back seat, holding on with both hands, m 
apprehenaive rcs.gnatim ' She eipecled soon to tome m sight 
of the Spring., and had, dmbtks., t.k.n a mental lestlntion, 
that if, please fiod, she once moie found herself at home, she 
would ne.er "tempt Providence," (it wa. a favoiite e.pie^on 
of heis,-) by trusting herself agam behnid such . pan of «)- 
away demons As I read this thought m her oountenanee, by a 
stolen gknce over my shonld.r. We lattl d into a MlUgc diJmt 
from Lebanon twenty milei 
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" There, aunt," said I, as I pnlled up at the door of the inn, 
" we have very nearly described a circle. Now, don't spealt ! if 
you do, you'll start the horses. There's nothing they are so 
much afiaid of as a woman's voice Very odd, isn't it > We'll 
just BpongB their mouths now, and be homi in the onot of a 
whip Five miks more, only Come '" 

Off we Bped ■Jgiin, like the wml, lunt Bel just ventunng to 
wonder whether the horses wouldn't al/ier ^t slower Meeti 
had hardly spoken , she had thought's of her own to be busy 
with, ihJ I pretended to be fully occupied with my dnving The 
nouiLUse I talked t those horses, to do awjy the embarraiiainent 
of her silence, would convict me of msanity bcf re anj jury m the 
woild 

The sun began to throw long shadows, and the short-legged 
ponies figured like flying giraffes along the retiring hedges. 
Luckily, my aunt had very little idaa of conjecturing a course by 
the points of the compass. We sped on gloriously. 

" Philip, dear I hav'n't you lost your way ? It seems to me 
we've come more than five miles since you stopped"— {ten, at 
least) — " and I don't sec the mountains about Lebanon, at all !" 
"Don't be alarmed, aunty, dear ! We're very high, just here, 
and shall drop down on Lebanon, as it were. Are i/ou afraid, 
Meeta ?" 

" Nein .'" she answered. She was thinking in German, poor 
^rl, and heart and memory were wrapped up in the thought. 

I di-ove on almost oruelly. Tom's incomparable horses justi- 
fied all his eulogiums ; they were indefatigable. The sun blazed 
a moment through the firs, and disappeared; the gorgeous 
changes of eve came over the clouds ; the twilight stole through 
the damp air, with its melancholy gray ; and the whippoorwills— 
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birf. Of .veBing-cam. .lio.d, lib gentlem.n in deW, to flit 
.lout in th. darkne.!. Eveijtling m. ..ddening. Mj own 
volnbilit, oe«>ed ; tk. whi. of tie 1.*, .3 I w.v.d it owr the 
Le,dsof mj to.ming poni», .«d .n ooo.sion.l « St.rf, !•' as 
one or llio otlier brolie into a gallop, were lie only intoi- 
pnplion, to the .ilenoe. Moot, buried he, face in the fold, of 
her .la,l, and sat elo.or to n,, side i and n,j aunt, .oolhed and 
flattered b, turns, beli.ied and doubted, and wa., finally, per- 
suaded, by m, ingemou. and .ell-inserted fibs, that it wa. only 
somewhat farther than I antieipated, and we shodd amy. "pre- 
sently." 

Somewhere about eight o'eloek. the lights of a town ap- 
peared in tie dislanoe, and, straining evory nerre, the gallant 
beasts whirled » in through th. ■tr.e..,a.dl pulled up, suddenly, 
at the door of an hotel, 

"Why, Philip!" »id n, aunt, in a teno of nuntlorable 
astoinsbment, looking about hor a. if she had awoke from a 
dream, " this is Hudson !" 

Itms too olear to be disputed. We were upon tho Sorlh 
Bi,er, fort, mile, from Lebanon, a. d th. ateamor would toueh 
., th. pior in half a. hour. My aunt was to be on. of th. pas- 
s.ng.rs to Now York, but sh. was jet to b. persuaded of rt ; th. 
only thing now w-., to got her mto the house, and ena.t the 
Bcene aa soon as possible, 

I helped her out «. tenderly as I know how, and, a. we went 
np stairs, I requested Meeta to sit down in a corner of the room, 
and .over her f.oe with he, handkerchief. When the .emnt 
„s looked out, I took my aunt into the rec.s. of the wmdow, 
„d informed her, to he, yery great surprise, that .he h«i run 
away with the bai-on'a daughter. 
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"Philips 

My aunt was overcome. I tad notiing for it, but to be over 
eome too. Slie sunk into one cliair, and I into the otlier ; and 
burying my face io my bands, I looiced Urongb my fingers to 
watch the effect. Five mortal minutes lasted my aunt's wratb ; 
gradually, however, she began to steal a look at me, and the ex- 
pression of resentment about, her thin lips, softened into some- 
thing like pity. 

" Philip !" said she, taking my hand. 

" My dear aunt !" 



" What is to done : 
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sat with her head on her bosom, 


dm h d m 




as if to suppress a pang, and pro- 
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dp f h h 


Unsophisticated Isabella ! If tliou 


k wn h h u 
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ven yet, one fold removed from the 


h-lf h u d 
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rined, that it was not for the darling 
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yielding a point only less dear to 


h h m 
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tion — if it could have entered (hy 


p h 
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ine own house, in town, bad been 
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jtion of a bride, run away with by 


n b 




1 all for a German pedlar, in whose 


nd h 


h d 


no shadow of interest^ — I think the 


w d 




^d, and the dry heart in thy bosom 


w p 




giief! 


wr te T 




his hoi-ses at the inn, and, at nine 


k w w 


cd 


Q the Hudson, my aunt in bed, and 


p n d k 


wib 


e, and pouring forth her fears and 
jic that made me almost repent my 


fi 




e told the story gaily, gentle reader ! 
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bat there wa nerv V 'i i > li ut wl'l 't- liltb eventa 

Howwesjel theie'iffer dew ip lei '—how the consul of his 
majesty of Prussia wt. peisuaded by my aunt s re pectahiiity, to 
legalize the wcddmg ly his p espneo — 1 ow n y luut famted dead 
away when the parson arnyed and the disc >yered who was m( 
to be the bridegroom ind who was— how I persuaded her she had 
gone too far to le i,!e and worked on hei tend rnesa onee more 
— ow h w p la and h am and o y h 1 1 wi h 

B i h old ha on h ught fit g M h s b s= n 

and nun — h Tom Fan wi h d no d th p 1 a 
ey — n la y h w M b a '^I n by I 1 ani 1 1 

w nd n Bh a h I h my e 

mh ynau whhl hjanrs 
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lT«i>,nn„ .mor„«„n, ,„1 I „a, I,t„dtoNu„„. for 
the tni toe Mr oomp.Dion w.1 a .peumen of He ta„„ 
race, found tarelTin Tennoiil, wi noyer el twhe,e Ho was 
»...1t .even feet high walked a, ,t every j„,„t ,n h» bodj ,« ,„ 
»ho,eles.8tateofd»I,c,t.on >nd wa, bid.on,!, , hdicrouJr and 
painfdl, ugly Th„ ,h,„,„e.| e«e„or oo«t„aed the ensaom 
<pml ot A, Ilo and the poetieal smeeptil Juy of Keats He 
h.l 1 ft h„ pingh m IheCeen Mrmtaina, at lie ag. „f ,, ,„,. 
tne, and entered a, a poor stn lent at the nnrye,„tj, .here mth 
the n,u.l polrej of the eoll.ge g„emmenl, he ™ allotted to mo 
•! a eompal orj ehnn, on tbo p„no,pL of breal.n, ,„ . oolt 
with a e„l horse I began with hngb,n„ ,. b™, and ondod w.lb 
loying bin, Ho rejoiced in the oommon .ppollation of Job 
tmilb-a sjn n„non, s,ib„,ne. .s I h.>, ekowbore leni.rked, 
whiehwaa snbilU„tcd by h.> d a-mat s for hi. 1 ,pt„anl „„e 
of Foibeaiance 

(rtttin^ Jeb awa> wifb infimf Iiffieuli, t jm a y «n / Indnn 
girl, ,bo ,„ ,elhng nmc.,in> in Ibo .treeh of Bnliih, ,. 
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straight, slender creature, of eighteen, stepping about like a 
young leopard, cold, stern, and beautiful,) we crossed the outlet 
of Lake Erie, at the ferry, and took horses on the northern bank 
of Niagara River, to ride to the Falls. It was a noble stream — 
as broad as the Hellespont, and as blue as tlie sky ; and I oould 
not look at it, hurrying on headlong to its fearfiil leap, without a 
feeling almost of dread. 

There was only one thing to which Job was more susceptible, 
than to the beauties of nature, and that was the beauty of woman. 
His romance had been stirred by the lynx-eyed Sioux, who faok 
her money for the moccasins, with soch haughty and thankless 
saperbia ; and full five miles of the river, with all the gorgeous 
flowusand ruh ^hiubs upon its itm, might as well have been 
Lethp for hia admiration He lode alon" likp the man of riga 

u pa al d n a iss n the a n al b 1 gs and arms 

d ! ab ut u lu 1 us obed nee t the del ^ 1 tch of 1 8 
I 

The of h I II w s n ud U nd T Ir n I an 

a 1 ny wn t tl o n ad pac to En aean t pon a 

ant anyt! m we fully a oused The \ oke nto ap ds 

1 n n fu on Ij on f o &e and the tte an an thunder 
n easel 1 Le a su o on of e thyuak a h 1 ul than the 
It I h 1 ne h .1 d a so nd so b a 1 and un V al It was 
H p a ble not to ausp nd the b e th and feel abso 1 ed to the 
excl n f all th th ughts n the g eat phenon enon w th 
wh hth wold s emel t inlln to t cent e A tall m ty 
cl d chang ng ts hape c t n ally as t felt the sho ks of the 
air ose u[ bef e u nd w th ou v s fix 1 upon t and our 
h s t a h d ^iJl p, w t u J si , un xp 11^, n f ont 
(if a vast, white — — hotel ! which suddenly interposed between 
7* 



Hooted by Google 



154 MlS^ ^- >l— — ■ 

the cloud and our vision. Job slapped liis legs against tlie sides 
of his panting beast, and urged him on ; hut a long fence, on 
either aide of the immense building, cut him off from approach ; 
and, having assured ourselves that there was no access to Niagara, 
except through the back-door of the gentlemtn's hiusc, who 
stood with hat off to receiye xn, we wished no good to bis ma- 
jesty's province of Upper Canada, and Ji^imounted 

"Will jou visit the Falls bifoiedinmi, ^enlkmpn ?" ashed 

"No, sir!" thundered Job, in a voice that, for a moment, 
stopped the roar of the cataract. 

He was like an improvisalove who had been checked by some 
rudo Urbone in the very crisis of his eloquence. He would not 
have gone to the Falls that night to have saved tbo world. "We 
dined. 

As it was the first meal we had ever eaten uodev a monarchy, I 
proposed the health of the King ; but Job refused it. There was 
an impertiaent profanity, he said, in fencing up the entrance to 
Niagara, that was a greater encroachment on natural liberty than 
tie ' stamp act.' He would driak to no King or parliament un- 
der which such a thing could be conceived possible. I left the 
table and walked to the window. 

" Job, come here ! Miss , by all that is lovely !" 

He flounced up like a snake touched with a torpedo, and 
sprang to the window. Job had never seen the lady whose name 
produced such a sensation, but he had heard more of her than of 
Niagara. So had every soul of the fifteen millions of inhabitants 
between us and the Gulf of Mexico. She was one of those mira- 
cles of nature that occur, perhaps once, in the rise and fall of an 
empire — a woman of the peifect beauty of an angel, with the most 
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winuing liaman sweetceas of character and manner. She waa 
kind, playful, unaffected, and radiantly, gloriously heautiful. I 
am sorry I may not mention her name, for in more chiTalrous 
times she would have been a character of history. Everybody 
■who has been in America, however, will know whom I am describ- 
ing, and I am sorry for those who have not. The country of 
Washington will be in its decadence before it sees such another. 

She had been to the Fall, and was returning, with her mother, 
and a troop of lovers, who, I will veuture to presume, brought 
away a very imperfect impression of the scene. I would d 
her as she caiue laughing up that greon bank, 
everything but the pleasure of Kfe in a summer sunset ; but I 
leave it for a more skilful hand. The authoress of " Hope Les- 
lie" will, perhaps, mould her image into one of her inimitable 
heroines. 

I presented my fiiend, and we passed the evening ill her dan- 
gerous company. After making an engagement to accompany her 
in the morning behind the sheet of the ii'all, we said " Good-night" 
at twelve— one of ua at least as many " fathoms deep in love" as 
a thousand Rosalinds. My poor chum ! The roar of the cata- 
ract that shook the very roof over thy head was less loud to thee 
that night thau the beating of thine own heart, I warrant mo ! 

I rose at sunrise to go alone to the Fall, but Job was before mo, 
and the angular ouL'ine of his gaunt figure, stretching up from 
Table Rock in strong relief against the white body of the spray, 
was the first object that eaught my eye as I descended. 

As I came nearer the Fall, a feeling of disappointment came 
over mo. I had imagined Niagara a vast body of water descend- 
ing as if from the clouds. The approach to most falls iafrim be- 
liiif, and we gtt an idea of theiu as of rivers pitching down to the 
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plain from the brow of a Lill or mountain. Niagara River, on 
tho contrary, comes out from Lake Erie through a fiat plain. The 
top of tlie cascade is ten feet, perliaps, below the level of the coun- 
try arounii-^conscqnently invisible from, any considerable distance. 
You wilk to the bank of a broid and rapid iiver, and look over 
the edge of a rock, where the outlet flood of an inland sea seema 
to baye broken thmugh the cruat of the earth, and, by its 
mere weight, plunged with an iwfnl leip into an immeasurable 
and risounding abys^ It seema to atrike ini thund r upon the 
very centre of the world, and the ground beneath your feet 
quivers with the sbo(,k till jou fed un^fe upon it 

Other disFppomtraent thin this I cannot conceive at Niagara. 
It is a speota,cle feo awful, "O beyond the scope and power of 
every otter phenomenon in the world, that, I think, people who 
are disappointed there mistake the incapacity of thpir own con- 
ception for the want of grandeur in the scene 

The " hell of waters" below needs but a little rod ochro to out 
Phlegethon Pblegethon. I can imagine the surprise of the gentle 
element, after sleeping away a se'nnigbt of moonlight in the peace- 
ful bosom of Lake Erie, at fin h 
coil ! A Mediterranean sea-gull wh h h d to w 
of a January in the infernal " y ( 
not all but wrecked every day b w d J 
of successive hurricanes ?) — I m w h 
sea-birds would look twice befo b d g 
cauldron below Niagara. It is h g d 
scending mass ia driven under t m A 
down towards Lake Ontario as m 
Tolumea of water rise like huge h b h g d 
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flashing out in rings of foam, with an appearance of rage and 
anger that I have seen in no other cataract in the world. 

" A nice fall, as an Englishman would aaj, my dear Job " 

"Awful!" 

Halleek, the American popt (a better one never "strung 
pearls"J, has written some admirable verses on Niagara, describ- 
ing its effect on the different individuals of a mixed party, among 
whom was a tailor. The sea of ioeident that has broken over me 
in fie years of travel, has washed out of my memory all but the 
two lines descriptive of its impression upon Snip ; — 

"The tailor made 0113 single note — 

' Gods ! what a plaoe to sponge a coal !' " 

" Shall we go to breakfast, Job ?" 

" How slowly and solemnly they drop into the abysm I" 

It was not an original remark of Mr. Smith's. Notbiog is so 
surprising to the observer as the extraordinary deliberateness with 
which the waters of Niagara take their treniendotrs plunge. All 
huiry and foam and fret, till they reach tbe smooth limit of the 
curve— a.nd then the laws of gravitation seem suspended, and, like 
Csesar, they pause, and determine, since it is inevitable, to Uke 
the death-leap with becoming dignity. 

" Shall we go to breakfast. Job ?" I was obliged to raise my 
voice, to be heard, to a pitcli ratlier exhausting to an empty sto- 
mach. 

His eyes remained fixed upon the shifting rainbows bending and 
vanishing in the epray. There was no moving him, and I gave 
in for another five minutes, 

" Do you think it probable. Job, that tlie waters of Niagara 
strike on the axis of the world ."' 
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No answer. 

"Job!" 

" WLat f " 

" Do you tliiiik His Majesty's half of the cataract is finer than 

" Much." 

" For water, merely, perhaps. But look at the delicious ver- 
dure on the American shore, tlie glorious trees, the massed foliage, 
the luxuriant growth even to the very rim of the ravine ! By 
Jove ! it seems to me things grow better in a repuhlic. Did yon 
ever see a more barren and soraggy shore than the one you stand 
upon ?" 

" How exquisitt?lj," said Job, soliloquizing, " that small green 
island divides the Fall ! What a rock it must be founded on, not 
to have been washed away in the ages that those waters have split 
against it !" 

"FU lay you a bet it is washed away before the year two thou- 
sand — payable in any cmrency with which we may then be con- 



" Don't trifle !" 

"With time, or geology, dn you mean? Isn't it perfectly 
clear from the looks of that ravine, that Niagara has backed up all 
the way from Lake Ontario ? These rocks are not adamant, and 
the very precipice you stand on has cracked, and looks ready for 
the plunge.* It must gradually wear back to Lake Erie, and 
then there will be a sweep, I should like to live long enough to 
see. The instantaneous junction of two seas, with a difference of 
two hundred feet in their levels, will be a spectacle — eh, Job f" 

*It has since tallen iaio the abyss— fortunately in the night, as vj^itora 
were always upon it during the clay. The noise was heard at an incredible 
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" Tremendous !'' 

" Do you intend ta T7ait and see it, or will you come to break- 
He was imtQovable. 1 left him on the rock, went up to tho 
hotel and ordered mutton-cliops and ooffee, and, when tley were 
on the table, gave two of the waiters a dollar each to bring him up 
nole^is-volens. lie arrived in a great rage, but with a good appe- 
tite, and we finished our breakfast just in time to meet Miss , 

as she stepped like Auiora from her chamber. 

It is necessaj-y to a reputation for pvoweM in the United States 
to liave been behind the sheet of the Fall (supposing jou to have 
been to Nii^ra), This achievement k equivalent to a hundred 
shower-baths, one severe cold, and being drowned twice — but 
most people do it. 

We descended to the bottom of the precipice, at tho aide of tlie 
Fall, where we found a siiiail house, furnished with coarse linen 
dresses for the purpose, and, having awanged ourselves in habili- 
ments not particularly improving to our natural beauty, we reap- 
p d— only th t f a p ty f t h ' g had the courage 

to t t th tt { to 1 a t 1 M 1 ked Uke 

fy Ay dTblktlmthtlynd diabolical 

t th t Ik d un pult d b d ne would 

fin 1 dd n h b t bl k uit— but w 1 j r of wet 
1 n t w ly 1 g t h ku J k f w til sleeves 

h k t th lb w d wh t p h as m tt ng super- 
t lly f 1 Th g 1 h tat d ab ut und the Fall 

wthhn 

It 1 1 th 1 1 11 1 J tl ^ ilense, de- 

a 1 t f w t 1 1 1 I tl t Is, broken 
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the boiling cauldron of the cataract on the other. A false step, 
and you were a subject for the " shocking accident" maker. 

The guide went first, taking Miss 's right hand. She gave 

mo her left, and Job brought up the rear, as they say in Connecti- 
cut, " on his own hook," We picked our way boldly up to the 
water. The wall leaned over so much, and the fragmented decli- 
vity was so narrow and steep, that, if it had not been done before, 
I should have turned hack at once. Two steps more, and the 
small hand m mine began tj struggle violently, ind, in the same 
instant, the torrent beat into my eyes, mouth, and nostrils, and I 
felt as li I wore drowning I staggered a blind step onwaid, but 
still the watei poured into my a Dstrib, and the conviction rushed 
for a moment on my mind that we were lost I sti-uggled for 
breith, stumbled ftiward, and, with a gi=p that I thought was my 
last, sunk upon the rocks within the descending waters Job 
tumbled over me the nest instant, and, as soon as I Lould clear 
my eyLS sufheieully tr hok about me, I -^-m the guide sustaining 

Miss who had been a^neaily diowned as mo^tot the su>ji,cts 

of the Humane Society, but was apparently in a state of resuscita^ 
tion. None but the half-drowned know the pleasure of breathing. 

Here we were, within a chamber that Undine might have covet- 
ed, a wall of rock at our back, and a transparent curtain of shift- 
ing water between us and the world, having entitled ourselves a 
peu pres to the same reputation with Hylas and Leandcr, for se- 
duction by the Naiads, 

Whatever sister of Arethusa inhabits there, we could but con- 
gratulate her on the beauty of her abode, A lofty and wall-lighted 
hall, shaped like a long pavilion, extended as far as we could see 
through the spray, and, with the two objections, that you could not 
Lave heard a pistol at your ear for the noise, and that the floor was 
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Miiiewhat precipitous, one could sca.ce imagine a more agreeable 
ivtreat for a gentleman who was disgusted with tlie world, and 
subject to dryness of the skin. In one respect it resemWed the 
enchanted dwelling of the Witch of Atlas, where, Shelley tells 

"the invisible rain did ever sing 
A silver music on the mossy lawn." 

It is luclij for Witches and Naiads that they are not subject to 
rheumatism. 

The air was scarcely breathable— (if air it may be called, 
which streams down the faoe with the density of a shower from a. 
watering-pot), and our footing upon the slippery rocks was so in- 
secure, that the exertion of continually wiping our eyes was at- 
tended with imminent danger. Our sight was yaluable, for surely, 
never was such a b]-illiant curtain hung up to the sight of mortals, 
as spread apparently from the zenith to our feet, changing in 
thickness and lustre, but with a constant and rcspleadont curve. 
It was what a child might imagine the arch of the sky to be where 
it bends over the edge of the horizon. 

The sublime is certainly veiy much diluted when one contem- 
plates it with his back to a dsippiug and slimy rock, and his per- 
son saturated with a continual supply of water. From a dry win- 
dow, I think the infernal writhe and agony of the abyss into which 
we were continually liable to slip, would have been as fine a thin<^ 
as i have seen in my travels ; but I am free to admit, that, at the 
J'loment, I would have exchanged my experience and all the 
honor attached to it, for a dry escape. The idea of drowni^ig 
lack through that thick column of water, was at least a damper 
to enfhusia.=m. We seemed cut off from the living. There waa 
a death between us and the vital air and sunshine. 
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I was screwing up my courage for the return, when tie guide 
seized me 'by tlie shoulder. I looked around, and what was my 

horror to see Miss standing far ia, behind the sheet, upon the 

last visible point of rock, with the water pouiing over her in tor- 
rents, and a gulf of foam between us, which I could in no way 
understand how she had passed over. 

She seemed frightened and pale ; and the guide explained to me, 
by signs, (for I could not distinguish a syllablo, through the roar 
of the cataract,) that she had walked over a narrow ledge, which 
had broken with her weight. A long, fresh mark, upon the rock, 
at the foot of the precipitous wall, made it sufficiently evident : 
her position was most alarming. 

I made a sign to her, to look well to her feet 5 for the little 
island on which she stood was green with slime, and scarce larger 
than a hat ; and an abyss, of full six feet wide, foaming and un- 
fathomable, raged betwoen it and the nearest foothold. Wkat 
was to be done ? Had we a plank, even, there was no possible 
hold for the further extremity ; and the shape of the rock was so 
conical, that its slippery surface, evidently, would not hold a rope 
for a moment. To jump to her, even if it were possible, would 
endanger her Kfe ; and when I was smdlng, and encouraging the 
beautiful creature, as she stood trembling and pale on her dan- 
gerous foothold, I felt my very heart sick within me. 

The despaiiing guide said somethmg, which I could not hear, 
and disappeared through the watery wall ; and I fixed my eyes 
upon the lovely form, standing, like a spirit, in the misty shroud 
of the spray, as if the intensity of my gaae could sustain her 
upon her dangerous foothold. I would have given ten years of 
my life, at that moment, to have clasped her hand in mine. 
I had scarce thought of Job, until I felt him trying to pass 
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behind me. Hia hand was trenibli.ig, as he laid t rn nj shod 
Jer, to steady his steps; but tliore was somelhing n, his ill heivE 
fi^ittures, that shot an indefluahle ray of hope through my mind 
nis sandy hair was plastered over Lis forehead, and his st mt 
dress ckng to him like a skin ; but, fLongh I renU his ninge 
iiow, Witt a smile, I looked upon him with a feeling far eiiou"h 
fiom amusement then. Ood bless thee, my dear Job ! wherever 
in this unlit world, thy fine spirit may be fulfilling its destiny ! 

He crept down carefully to the edge of the foaming abyss, till 
he stood with the breaking bubbles at his knees. I was at a loss 
to know what he intended. She, surely, would not dare to at- 
tempt a jump to his arms, from tiiat slippery rock ; and to reach 
her, in any way, seemed impossible. 

'^^ ' t t h tl h It f w 1 nd, while I cov- 
ered n y h w th th fl I tion that he had 
gonei d nlfluii bm if t fh I pi hlrlpool, to reach 
her, shhd ssdth fig If llyt mbling and ex- 
haustel t y f t H h d th wn h If ver the chasm, 
caught th k b ly w Ih Ih t t f his fingers, and, 
with c t d fh f h is. d h h II 1 pped from his un- 
certai t u h d t i h h j t ral strength, as 
she w Jk I h b dy 

The g d J d t llj, t d th rope, in ilio same 
instant, and fastening it around one of his feet, we dragged him 
back thjough the whiilpool ; and, after a moment or two to re- 
cover from the ;,nfi icating immersion, he fell on his knees, and we 
joined him, I doubt not, devoutly, in his inaudible thanks to God. 
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The next bravesl actieTOmeiit to Tenlnring behind the sheet 
of Niagm, is to oro.i the rirer, in > small boat, at some disl.nee 
below the Phlegethon of the abjs.. I should imagine it were 
something lilie riding in a howdah, on a .wimmiag elephant. 
The immense masses of wat^r, driven under by the Fall, nse, 
splashing and fuming, far down the river ; and they are as unlile 
a oommon wave, to ride, as a horse and a camel. You are, per- 
haps, ten ir Sfteon mmules pnlhng aeross, and you may get two 
or three of these Mts, whioh shove you straight into the air, 
about ten feet, and then d. ip yiu mto the cup of an eddy, a. if 
some long armed Titan had his hand under the water, and were 
tossing you up and down for his amusement. It imports lovers 
to take hoed how their mistresses are seated ; as all ladies, on 
these oecaaions, throw themselves mto the arms of the nearest 
"hose and doublet." 

Job and I wont over to dine on the American side, and refresh 
our prtriotism We dmed under a hickory tree, on boat I.l.nd, 
justo\ei the gkssy cuive of the cataract, and, as we giew joy- 
ous, with onr champagne, we stioHed up to the p,mt where the 
watuB divide tor the American and British Falls , and Job ha- 
rangued thi ''mBtakcn gentlemm on his iighl," m eloiuenco 
that would have turned . dnisiou m the Homo of rommons 
The deluded multitude, however, rolled away lu crowds, for the 
monarohj , and, at the close of hii speech, tie BiitiJi Fall was 
still, by a mJanchcly m .jority, the larijcst We walked lack to 
oni bottle, like friled patiirts, and soin alter, hoieless of onr 
piincipies, went over to the other side, too ! 

I advise all people, going to Niagara, to suspend making 



note 
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m tlieir louinal, till thp hat lav of tt 11 Ti it Tru uiitflit a& 
well feacli 1 tliild tht, magnitude nt tie heivens, hj pomlm:; to 
tliH '.ky with yom finger, aa comprehend Niagaia. in a day It 
liib to cieite its own misfhtj place in j >ur mind Tou have no 
mmj 11 ison, through whiih it can entei It is ton ww^t The 
nn J^^natinn shrink" fiom it It rr lis in gndn-dlj, thunder upon 
Ihunier, and plunge upon plunge, and the mind hbori ^ith it, 
to an exhaustion such aa is created only hy the extiemest mtcl- 
1 Ltuil effrrt I Lave seen men Bit and gaze upon it, m a cool 
di^ of autumn, with the peri^piratun standing on their foieheads, 
m hige leadi, from the umonscious, lat toilsome igony of its 
c nccptnn Aftei haunting its pri.cipii,es, nnd iooLing on ita 
s knin waltri, toi seven days, sleeping with its wind played mo- 
notony in \our pars, duaming, and returning to it, till it has 
giowntheone ohject, as it will of your perj^etual thought, you 
fie), all at once, like one who !ias compassed the span of some 
ilmighty prjhlem It has stittched itself within you lour 
capi itj has ittaincd thegigmtn, stindird, and yrufccl an eleva- 
ti n and breadth of nature, that could measute girth and stature 
Yith a seiaph We bad fan Ij ' done" Niagara "We hid 'een 
it }•, sunrise, sunset, and moonlight — from top and bottom — fast- 
in„' 'ind full— -alme and together We had Icirncd, hy heart, 
eviiy green path on the island of perpetuil dew, whioh is set like 
an impeiial emerald, on its fiont, (a pcetnai idi,a of my own, 
much admired by J>h,) we had betn grave, gay, tender, and 
f,uhkme, in its mighty neighborhood , we had heeome '■o accus 
tomid to the lase of its broad thunder, that it seemed to us like 
a natural piopirty m the an, and wl were uneonsfinus of it for 
liLurB , our vcicfs hii become so timed ti its key, anl our 
thoughts so tinged by its grand and perpetual antlieni, that I 
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almost doubter! if tho air, beyond the reacK of its Titrations, 
would not agonize us with its unnatural silence, and the eonimon 
features of the world seem of an unutterable and frivolous little- 

"We were eating our last breakfast there, in tender melancholy 

—mine for tho Palls, and Job's for the Falls aud Miss , to 

whom I had a half suspicion, that he bad made a defilaration. 

"Job !" said I. 

He looked up from his egg. 

" My dear Job !" 

" Don't allude to it, my dear chum," said he, dropping kia 
epoon, and rushing to tho tvindow, to hide bis agitation. It was 
quite clear. 

I eonld scarce restrain a smile. Psyche, in the embrace of a 
respectable gu-affe, would be the fiist thought, in anybody's mind, 
who should see them together. And yet, why should he not woo 
her — and win her, too ? He had saved her life in the estreraest 
peril, at the most extreme hazard of his own ; be had a heart as 
high and woi-thy, and as capable of an midyiog worship of her, as 
she would find in a wilderness of lovers ; he felt like a graceful 
man, and acted like a brave one, and was sans peur et saiis re- 
proche ; and why should he not love like other men .' My dear 
Job ! I fear thou wilt go down to thy gi-ave, and but one woman 
in this wide world will have loved thae^tby mother ! Thou ai-t 
the soul of a preax ckeralier, in the body of some worthy grave- 
digger, who is strutting about the world, perhaps, iu thy more 
proper carcass. These angels are o'er hasty in packing ! 

We got upon our horses, and had a pleasant amble before us, 
of fifteen miles, on the Biitish side of the river. We cantered 
off stoutly for a mile, to settle our regrets ; and then I pulled 
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up, and requested Jol) to ride near we, as I had something to say 

" You are entering," said I, " my dear Job, upon your first 
jouvney in a foreign land. You will see other manners than your 
own, which are not, therefore, kughable, and hear a different 
pionunciation from your own, which is aot, therefore, vulgar. 
You are to mix with British subjects, whom you have attached 
vigorously in your school declamations, as " the enemy," hut 
who are not, therefoi-e, to be bullied in their own country, and 
who have certain tastes of their own, upon which you bad better 
reserve your judgment. Wo have no doubt that we are the 
greatest country that ever was, is, or ever shall be ; buf , as this 
is an unpalatable piece of information to other nations, wo will 
not stuff it into their teeth, unless by particular request. John 
Bull likes his coat too small. Let him wear it. John Bull pre- 
fers his beefsteak to a fvicandeau. Let him eat it. John Bull 
will leave no stone unturned to serve you, in his own country, if 
you will let him. Let him. John Bull will suffer you to find 
fault, for ever, with king, lords, and commons, if you do not com- 
pare them invidiously with other governments. Let the com- 
parison alone. In short, my dear chum, as we insist that for- 
eigners should adopt our manners while they are travelling in the 
L'nited States, we had better adopt theirs when we return the 
visit. They are, doubtless, quite wrong throughout; but it is 
not worth while to bristle one's back against the opinions of some 
score millions." 

The foam disappeared from the stream, as we followed it on, 
and the roar of the Fails — 

« * * " Now loud, now calm, again, 
Like a ring of bells, whose sound ihe wind still altera," 
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was aoOE faint on. our ears, and, liie the regret of parting, loa- 
aened with tte increasing distaaoe, till it was lost. Job began to 
look around him, and see something else besides a, lovely face in 
tlie turnings of tie road ; and the historian of tJiis memorable 
joui'noy, who never had but one sorrow that " would not budge 
with a filip," rose in his stirrups, as he descried the broad blue 
bosom of Lake Ontario, and gave vent to his feelmgs in (ho begs 
the reader to believe) the most suitable quotation. 

Seeing any celebrated water, for tie first time, was always, to 
me, an event. River, waterfall, or lake, if I have heard of it, 
and thought of it, for years, has a sensible presence, that I feel, 
like tie approach of a imnan being, in whom I am interested. 
My heart flutters to it. It is, tiereafter, an acquaintance ; and I 
defend its beauty, or its grandeur, as I would the fair fame and 
worth of a woman who had shown me a preference. My dear 
reader, do you love water 1 Not to drink — for, I own, it is de- 
testable in small quantities ; but water, running or falling, sleep- 
ing or gliding, tinged by the sunset glow, or silvered by the gen- 
tle alchymist of tie midnight heaven f Do you love a lake ? 
Do you love a river .' Do you " affect" any one laughing and 
sparkling brook, that has flashed on your eye like a fay overtaken 
by the eock-crowing, and tiipping away slily to dream-land .' As 
yon see four sisters, and but one to love ; so, in tie family of the 
elements, I have a tenderness for water. 

Lake Ontario spread away to the horizon, glittering in the 
summer sun, boundless to the eye as the Atlantic ; and, directly 
beneath us, lay the small town of Fort Niagara, with tie steamer 
at the pier, in which we promised ourselves a passage down tie 
St. Lawrence. "VVe rode on to the hotel, which we found, to our 
surprise, crowded with English officei-s ; and, having disposed of 
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our Narragansets, we inquired the hour of departure, and what 
we could eat meantime, in as neai'ly the same breath as possible. 
" Cold kg of mutton, and the steamboat's engaged, sir !" 
The mercuvy, in Job's ]Jiitishometer, fell plump to zero. The 
idea of a monopoly of the whole steamer, by a Colonel and his 
staff, and no boat again for a week ! 

Tkeri was a government to live under ! 

Wo sat down to our mutton, and presently enter the waiter, 

" Colonel 's coiupliments ; boating that two gentlemen 

have arrived, who expected to go by the steamer, he is happy to 
offer them a passage, if they can put up with rather crowded ac- 
commodations." 

" Well, Job '. what do you think now of England, politically, 
morally, and robgiously .' Has not tbc gentlemanlike courtesy, \st 
one individual, materially changed your opinions upon every sub- 
ject eonneeted with the united kingdom of Great Britain ?" 

" Then, my dear Job, 1 recommend you, never again to read 
a book of travels, without writing down on the margin of every 
bilious chapter, " probably lost his passage in the steamer," or, 
" had no mustard to his mutton," or, '' could find no ginger-nuts 
for the intorestinj; little traveller," or some similar annotation. 
Dopond upon it, that dear, delightful Mrs. Trollopo, would never 
have wiitten so agreeable a book, if she had thriven with her 
bazaar m Cincinnati." 

We paid our respects to the Colonel, and, at six o'clock in the 
f;voning, got on board. Part of an Irish rej^ment was bivouacked 
on the deck, and happier fellows 1 never saw. They had com- 
pleted their nine years' sei'vice on the three Canadian stations, 
and were retui'ning to the ould country, wives, children, and all 
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A liBe was drawn across the deck, reseiTing the after-quarter for 
the officers ; file sick were disposed of, among the women io the 
bows of the boat ; and the band stood ready to play the farewell 
air, to the cold shores of Upper Canada. 

The line was east off, whea a boy of thirteen rushed down to 
the pier, and springing on board with a desperate leap, flew from 
one end of the deck to the other, and flung himself, .at last, upon 
tie neck of a pretty girl sitting on the knee of one of the pri- 

" Mary, dear Marj- !" was all he eoiild utter. His sobs 
choked him. 

" Avast with the line, there!" stouted the captain, who had 
no wish to carry off this unexpected passenger. The boat was 
again swung to the whai'f, and the boy very i-otiglily ordered 
ashore. His only answer was to cling closer to the girl, and re- 
double bis teavs ; and by this time the Colonel had stepped aft, 
and the case seemed sure of a fair trial. The pretty Canadian 
dropped her head Qn her bosom, and seemed divided between 
contending emotioia; and the soldier stood up, and raised his cap 
to his commanding officer, but held firmly by her hand. The boy 
threw himself on his knees to the colonel, but tried in vain to 
speak. 

" Who's this, O'Shano r" asked the officer. 
"Sure, my sweetheart, jour honor." 
" And, how dare you bring her on board, sir ?" 
" Och, she'll go to ould Ireland wid us, your honor." 
" No, no, no !" cried the convulsed boy, clasping the Colonel's 
knees, and sobbing, as if his heart would break ; " she's my aia- 
ter ! She isn't bis wife ! Fathor'll die, if she does ! She can't 
go with him ! She sha'nH go with him !" 
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Job began to snivel, and I felt warm about the eyes, myself. 

" Have you got a wife, O'Sbane r" asked the Colonel. 

^' Plase yow honor, aever a hit," said Paddy. He was a 
tight, good-looking fellow, by the way, as you would wish to see. 

" Well ; we'll settle (his thing at once. Get up, my little fel- 
low ! Come here, my good giAl ! Do you lovo O'Shane well 
enough to be his wife r" 

" Indeed I do, sir!" said 31aiy, wiping her eyes with the back 
of her hand, and stealing a look at the " six feet one," that stood 
as straight as a pike beside her. 

" O'Shane ! I allow this giil to go with us, only on condition 
that yon marry her at the first place where we can find a priest. 
We will make her up a bit of a dowiy, and I will look after her 
comfort as long as she follows the regiment. What do you say, 
mr ? Will you marry her !" 

O'Shane began to waver in his military position — fi'om a full 
front face, getting to very nearly a right-about. It was plain he 
was taken by surpnse. The eyes of the company were on him, 
however, and public opinion, which, in most human breasts, is 
considerably stronger than conscience, had its effect. 

"I'll do it, your honor!" said he, bolting it out, as a man 
volunteers upon a " forloru hope." 

Tears might as well have been bespoken for the whole com- 
pany. The boy was toi-n from his sister's neck, and sot ashore, 
in the arms of two sailors ; and poor Mary, very much in doubt 
whether she was happy or miserable, saak upon a heap of knap- 
sacks, and buried her eyes in a cotton handkerchief, with a map 
of London upon it — probably a gnge d^amonr from the desaving 
O'Shane. I did the same myself, with a sDIt one, and Job item. 
Item the Colonel and several officers. 
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TLe boat was shoved off, and the wheels spattered away ; but, 
as far as we could hear iiis voice, the cry came following on, 
"Mary, Mary !" 

It mill;; in my eai-i all nigiit, ' BFaiy, Mary !" 
I was up m the moining at sunrise, and was glad to escape 
from the confined eibin, ind get upon deck. The steamer was 
booming on through a sea as cilm is ■» mirror, and no land visible. 
The tiesh dewmLs"! of the morning air ashore played in my 
nostiils, and the smell of gra^i wis p iceptibla in the wind ; but, 
in all else, it was like a cilm m mid ocean. The soldiers were 
asleep along the decks, with their wives and children, and the 
prettj runiway lay with her head on O'Shane's bosom, her red 
eyes, and SsOik'J hneij, showm^ tio plainly how she had passed the 
night. Poor Miiiy ! ehu has enough of following a soldier, by 
this, I fear. 

I stepped forward, and was not a little surprised to see stand- 
g gi t tl 1 th 1 b d ] w th t 1 fi 

fid 1ft Hlk wfilthlm 

fthh w I gbhlh mw flld 

bb disedt flthAmm 

h wl w wray d llj dh diJil 

btydfmhthw tt tbm 

m th H f t w p t ted by p f g iy b t 

w 1 bby d to m gnl Ij m II h h 1 

w fUttl Itohra dhhilw 

h L d f I d k d w th p f p told all 

I could have prophesied of the hiitoiy of i white man's tender 
mercies, I approached very neai, quit unperopivtd A small 
burning spot, was just perceptible in the eontre of her dark 
cheek ; and, as I looked at lier ateidfaitly I i,oal 1 stt j. woiking 
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of the muscles of her dusky brow, which betrayed, in one of a 
race so trained to stony calmness, an unusual fever of feeling. I 
looked around for the place in which she must have slept. A 
mantle of wampum-work, folded across a heap of confused bag- 
gage, partly occupied as a pillow hj a hrutal-looking and sleeping 
soldier, told, at once, the main part of her story. I felt for her, 
from my soul ! 

" You can hear the great waterfall no more," I said, touching 

" I hear it, when I thinli of it," she rcpKed, turning her eyes 
upon me as slowly, and with as little surprise, as if I had been 
talking to her an hour. 

I pointed to the sleeping soldier. " Are you going with him to 
bis country ?" 

"Yes." 

" Areyou his wife ?" 

" My father gave me to him," 

" Has he sworn before the priest, in the name of the Great 
Spirit, to be your husband ?" 

" No." She looked intently into my eyes, as she anawerecl, as 
if she tried, in vain, to read my meaning. 

" Is he kind to you ':" 

She smiled, bitterly. 

" Why, then, did you follow him >" 

Her eyes dropped upon the burden she bore at her heart. The 
answer could not have been clearer if written with a sunbeam. I 
said a few words of kindness, and left her, to turn over io my 
mind how I could better interfere for her happiness. 
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On the third cYcning we hud entered upon the St. Lawrence, 
and were winding cautiously into the channel of the Thousand 
Isles. I think there is not, within the knowledge of tie "all- 
beholding sun," a spot so singularly and exquisitely beautiful. Be- 
tween the Mississippi and the Cimmemn Bosphorus, I know 
there is not, for I have pic-nicked from the Sjmplegadea west- 
ward The Th)M3ind I^lcs ot theSt Lawrence lie is loipnated 
on my nml, -iS the &tai^ of heaven I <,oall foigct them as 

The river is here is wi I is a hkc, while the chann 1 just f ei- 
mits the passige of a sttainer The itJmK, more than a thju- 
eand in numher, aie a sin^ulai formation of flit, rectangular 
rock, split, IS it Tveie, by legulai mathematical fis^urei and 
overflowed nearly to the tops, which are loaded with a most lusu 
riant vegetation The\ viry m size, but th» gentiality of thtm 
would ibout ic commodate a tea paity of six Th" water is d< >p 
enough to float a large steamer directly at the edge, and an active 
deer would leap aoi'oss from one to the other, in any direction. 
What is very singular, these little rooky platforms are covered 
with a rich loam, and carpeted with moss and flowers, while im- 
mense trees take root in the clefts, and interlace their branches 
with those of the neighboring islets, shadowing the water with the 
unsunned dimness of the wilderness. It is a veiy odd thing to 
glide through in a steamer. The lusmiant leaves sweep the 
deck, and the black funnel parts the drooping sprays as it keeps 
its way ; and you may pluck the blossoms of the acacia, or the 
rich chestnut flowers, sitting on the taffrail ; and, really, a magic 
passage in a witch's steamer, beneath the tree-tops of an nn- 
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trodden forest, could uot be more novel and startling. Tlien the 
solitude and silence of the dini and still waters, are eoctinuolly 
broken by the plunge and leap of the wild deer springing or swim- 
ming from one island to another, and the swift and shadowy canoe 
of the Indian glides out from some unseen channel, and, with a 
■lingle sti'oke of his broad paddle, he Tanishes, and is lost again, 
<.'\'en to the ear. If the bsaut.j-siek and nature-searching spirit 
of Keats is abroad in the world, -' my basnet to a 'prentice cap," 
he pa^se bis sunimets amid the Thou lod ls\-'s of th 8t Law- 
rence ' I WDuld we weie the e with our ti-a fbinj^o, «w et Rosa 
Matil U ' 

We hil d nel on the quart r deck and were sittmg o\er the 
Colon I s w If, pulling the elm leaves fioni the lianche^ as they 
swept siautilj ovPi the table and listeumg to the Iind — who were 
plajing waltzes tbat probably, ended in the confirmed msjnity 
of eveiy wiH beion an! lel d er that happened that aitemoon, 
to come ivithin ear-shot of the good steamer Quoenston. The 
paddles began to slacken in tieir spattering, and tbe boat came 
to, at tie sharp side of one of the largest of the shadowy islands. 
"We were to stop an hour or two, and take in wood. 

Everybody was soon ashore for a ramble, leaving only the Colo- 
nel, who was a cripple from a score of Watarloo token?, and your 
servant, reader, who bad something on his mind 

" Colonel ! wiU you oblige mc, by SLnding for Mxlumey ■' 
Steward, call me that Indian girl, sitting with her he id on her 
knees, in the boat's bow." 

They stood before us. 

" How is this ?" esclaimed the Colonel ; " another ! good God ! 
these Irishmen 1 Well, sir ! what do yon intend to do with this 
girl, now that you liave ruined her P" 
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Slahoney looked at her out of a eoi'iicr of his eye, with a liber- 
tino contempt, tliat made my blood fcoil. The glil watched for 
his answer, with an intense but calm gaze into hia face, that,'°if he 
had Lad a soul, would have killed him. Her lips were set firmly, 
but not fiercely, together ; aod, as the private stood looliing from 
one side to tbo other, unable, or unwilling to answer, she sup- 
pressed a rising emotion in her throat, and turned her look on 
the commanding officer, with a proud coldness that would have 
become Medea. 

" Maboney !" said the Colonel, sternly, " will you marry this 
poor girl?" 

" Never, I hope, your honor !" 

The wasted and noble creature raised her burdened form to its 
fullest height, and, with an inaudible murmur bursting froni her 
lips, walked back to the bow of the vessel. The Colonel pur- 
sued his conversation with Mahoney, and the obstinate brute was 
still refusing the only reparation he could make the poor Indian, 
when she suddenly reappeared. The shawl was uo longer around 
her shoulders. A coarse blanket was bound below her breast, 
with a belt of wampum, leaving her fine bust entirely bare, her 
small feet trod the deck with the elasticity of a leopard about to 
leap on his prey, and her dark, heavily-fiinged eyes, glowed like 
coals of five. She seized the Colonel's hand, and imprinted a kiss 
upon it, another upon mine, and, without a looJs at the father of 
her child, dived, with a single leap, over the gangway. She rose 
directly jn the clear water, swam with powerful strokes to one of 
the most distant islands ; and, turning once more to wave ber 
haod, as she stood on the shore, strode on, and was lost in the 
tangles of the forest. 
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There were a hniidred students in tlie new class matricfllated 
at Yale College, in Connecticut, in the year 18 — . They wero 
young men of different ages, and of all conditions in life, bnt less 
Tarious in their mien and breeding, than in the characteristics of 
the widely-separate States from which they came. It is not 
thought extraordinary in Europe, that the French and English, 
the G-erman and the Italian, should possess distinct national 
ti-aitH ; yet one American is supposed to bo like every other, 
though the two, between whom the comparison is drawn, were 
born and bred as far apart, and in as different latitudes, as the 
Highland cateran and the brigand of Calabria. 

1 looked around me with some interest, when, on tiic first morn- 
ing of the term, the president, professors, and students of the 
university, assembled in the college chapel, at the sound of the 
prayer-he!l, and, with my brother freshmen, I stood in the side 
aisle, closing up, with our motley, and, as yet, unolassical heads 
and habiliments, the long files of the more initiated classes. The 
berry-brown tan of the sun of Georj^ia, unblanched by study, was 
still dark and deep on the cheek of one ; the look of command, 
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breath tl h tl indolent attituda, betrayed, in another, the 
youn Oh d slave-iii aster ; a coat of gieen, garaislied 

with fur lb ht buttons, and sliaped less by the tailor than 
by th H 1 d expansive frame over which it was strained, 

had tast f K t cky in its complexion ; the white skin, and 
red Ij h old ezpression, stiff black coat, and serious 

atte t to th ice, told of t!ie Puritan son of New Hanip- 

shir \ m t nd, peiked up iu his well-fitted coat, the ox- 
C[uisite of the class, stood the slight and metropolitan New- 
Yorker, with a fii'm belief in his tailor and himself wiitten on Jiia 
effeminate lip, and an occasional look at his neighbors' coats and 
ehouWers, that might have been construed into wonder, upon 
what western river or mountain dwelt the builders of such coats 

Rather annoyed, at last, by the glances of one or t'.vo seniors, 
who were amusing themselves with my simple gaae of curiosity, I 
turned my attention to my more immediate neighborhood. A 
youth, with close, ourling, browa hair, rather ander-sizid, but mth 
a certain decision and nerve in his lip which struck me imme- 
diately, and which seemed to express, somehow, a confidence in 
himself which hb limbs scarce bore out, stood with his back to 
the pulpit, and, with his foot on the scat, and his elbow on his 
knee, be seemed to have fallen, at once, into the habit of the place, 
and to be beyond surprise or interest. As it was tlie custom of 
the college to take places at prayers and recitation alphabetically, 
and he was likely to be my neighbor in chapel and hall fov the 
next four years, I speculated rather more than I should else have 
done, on bis fiice and manner ; and, as the president came to his 
" Amen," I oamo to the conclusion, that, ivhatevcr might be Mr. 
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"S.'s" capacity for fi'ieiidship, his ill-will would be very demon- 
strative and uncomfortable. 

The term went on, the polities of the little repuhlic fermented, 
and, as first appearances wore away, or peculiarities wore off by col- 
lision, or developed by intimacy, the different members of the class 
rose or fell in the general estimation,aiid the graduation of talent and 
spirit became more just and definite. The " Southerners and Nor- 
therners," as they are called, soon discovered, like the classes 
that had gone before them, that they had no qualities in common, 
and, of the secret societies which exist among the students in 
that nniversity, joined each that of his own compatriots. The 
Carolianian or Georgian, who bad passed bis life on a plantation, 
secluded from the society of his equals, soon found out the value 
of his chivalrous deportment and giaeeful indolence, in the gay 
society for which the town is remarkable ; white the Vermontese, 
or White-Monntaineer, " made uii fashionably," and ill at ease on 
a carpet, took another line of ambition, and sat down with the ad- 
vantage of constitutional patience and perseverance, to the study 
which he would find, in the end, a " better continuer," even in 
the race for a lady's favor. 

It was the only republic I have ever known — that class of 
fresbmrtn. It was a fair arena ; and neither in politics, nor so- 
ciety, nor literature, nor love, nor religion, have I, in niuob 
searching through &e world, found the same fiur play or good 
feeling. Talk of our own republic ! — its society is the very core 
and gall of the worst gi-owtb of aristocracy. Talk of the republic 
of letters !^the two graves by the pyramid of Cains Cestins laugh 
it tfl scorn. Of love ! — of religion. What is bought and sold like 
that which has the name of the first ,' What is made a snare and 
a tool by the dcsi^nins like tlie last ? But hero— with a govern- 
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ment over na ever tindly and paternal, no favor shown, and no 
privilege denied ; every equality in tlie competitors at all possi- 
ble — age, previous education, and, above all, worldly position. 
— it was an arena in wLioh a generous spirit would wrestle, witli 
an abandon of heart and limb he might never know in the world 
again. Every individual rising or falling by the estimation bo 
exacts of bis fellows, there is no such acbool of honor ; each, of 
the many palms of seholarsbip, from the severest to the lightest, 
aiming at that which best suits bis genius, and as welcome ag 
another to the goal — there is no apology for the laggard. Of the 
feelings that stir the heart in our youth — of the few, the vei-yinw, 
which have no rocoO, and leave no repentance — this leaping from 
the start-post of mind, this first spread of the encouraged wing 
in the free heaven of thought and knowledge, is recorded in my 
own slender experience as the most joyous and the most un- 
mingled. He who has soiled his bright honor with the tools of 
politieal ambition — he who has leant his soul upon the charity of 
a sect in religion — be who has loved, hoped, and trusted, in the 
greater arena of life and manhood — must look back on days like 
these as the broken-winged eagle to the sky — as (he Indian's sub- 
dued horse to the prairie. 

IT. 
New Haven is not alone the seat of a tmiversity. It is a kind of 
metropolis of education. The excessive beauty of the town, with its 
embowered streets and sunny gardens, the refinement of its society, 
its central position and aoeessibility, and the facilities for attend- 
ing the lectures of the college professors, reader it a most desira- 
ble place of instruction in every department. Among others, the 
female schools of the place have a gi-cat reputation, and this, 
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which, in Europe, or with a European state of society, would pro- 
balily be an evil, is, from the simple and frank character of man- 
ners in America, a mutual and decided advantage. The daugh- 
ters of tlie first families of the country are sent here, committed 
for two, three, and four years, to the esclusiye care of the head of 
the establishment, and (as one of the privileges and advantages of 



( 



w m g "ana Ii„ 

ed the class as to his spirit and personal strength ; he acc[uitted 
himself at recitations with the air of self-contempt for suuh easy 
excellence ; he dressed, plainly, but with iastinotive taste ; and, at 
the end of the first term, having shrunk from all intimacy, and 
lived alone with his books and a kind of trapper's dog ho had 
brought with him from the west, he had acquired an ascendancy 
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in the opinion of the class for which no one could well account, 
hut to which every one unhesitatingly assented. 

We returned after our first short vacation, and of ray hundred 
classmates thoi'e was hnt one whom I much cared to meet again. 
St. John had passed the vacation in his roowa, and my evident 
pleasui'e at meeting him, for the first time, seemed to open his 
heart to me. He invited me to breakfast with him. By favor 
seldom granted to a freshman, ho had a lodging in the town — the 
rest of the class being compeUed to live with a ehum in the col- 
lege hnildmgs. I found his rooms — (I was the first of the class 
who had entered tJiem) — more luxuriously iuraished than I had 
expected from ths simplicity of his appearance, but his books, not 
mauy, but select, and (what is in America an expensive luxui'y) 
in the best English editions and superbly bound, excited most my 
envy and surprise. How ha should have acquired tastes of such 
ulti-a-eivilization in the forests of the west was a mystery that re- 
mained to be solved. 

III. 
At the extremity of a green lane in the outer skirt of the fash- 
ionable suburb of New Haven stood a rambling old Dutch house, 
built probably when the cattle of Mynheer grazed over the pre- 
sent site of the town. It was a wilderuesa of irregular rooms, of 
no describable shape in its exterior, and, from its southern balcony, 
to use an expressive Gallicism, "gave upon the bay." Long 
Island Sound, the great highway fi-om the northern Atlantic to 
New York, weltered in alternate lead and silver {oftener like the 
blighter metal, for the climate is divine), between the cur\'iag Sip 
of the bay and the intei-minable and sandy shore of the island 
some six leagues distant ; the procession of ships and steamers 
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stole past with an imperceptible progress ; tte oeaacleBS bells of 
the college cliapel came deadened through the trees from behind, 
and (the day being one of golden autumn, and myself and St. 
John waiting while black Agatha answered the door-bell) the sun- 
steeped precipice of East Eook, with its tiara of blood-red maples 
flushing like a Turk's banner in the light, drew from us, both, a 
truant wish for a ramble and a holjday. I shall have more to say 
anon of the foliage of an American October : but just now, while 
I remember it, I wish to record a belief of luj own, that if, as 
philosophy supposes, we have lived other lives — (if 



Hath bad elsewhere its setting, 
And Cometh from a&a") — 

it is surely in the d.tys tempered like the one I am vemembering 
and describing — profoundly serene, sunny as the top of Olympus, 
Luavenly pure, holy, and more invigorating and intoxicating than 
Insurious or balmy ; the sort of air that the visiting angels might 
have brought with them to the tents of Abraham— it is on sueh 
days, I would record, that my own memory steps back over the 
dim threshold of life (so it seems to me), and on such days only. 
It is worth the translation of our youth and our household gods to 
a sunnier land, if it were alone for those immortal revelations. 

In a few minutes from this time were assembled, in Mrs. Dfring- 
ton'e drawing-room, the six or seven young ladies of my more par- 
ticular acquaintance among her pupils, of whom one was a new- 
comer, and the object of my mingled curiosity and admiration. It 
was the one day of tlie week when morning visitors were admitted, 
and I was there, in compliance with an unexpected rer[uest from 
my iiiLind, to present him to the agreeable cii-ele of Mrs. Ilfring- 
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ton. As an habitue in her family, this excellent lady had taken 
occasion to introduce to me, a week or two before, the newcomer 
of whom I have spoken above — a departure from the ordinary 
rule of the establishment, which I felt to be a compliment, and 
which gave me, I presumed, a tacit claim to mix myself up in 
that young lady's destiny as deeply as I should find agreeable. 
The newcomer was the daughter of an Indian chief, and her name 
was Nunu. 

The wrongs of civilization to the noble aborigines of America 
are a subject of much poetical feeling in the United States, and 
will ultimately become the poetry of the nation. At present the 
sentiment takes occasionally a tangible shape, and the transmis- 
sion of the daughter of a Cherokee chief to New Haven, to be 
educated at the expense of the government, and of several young 
men of the same high birth to different colleges, will be recorded 
among the evidences in history that we did not plough the bones 
of their fathers into our fields without some feelings of compunc- 
tion. Nurni had come to the seaboard under the charge of a fe- 
male missionai^, whose pupil she had been in one of the native 
schools of the west, and was destined, though a chiefs daughter, 
to return as a teacher to her tribe when she should have mastered 
some of the higher accomplishments of her sex. She was an apt 
scholar, but her settled melancholy, when away from her books, 
had determined Mrs. Ilfrington to try the effect of a httle society 
upon her, and hence my privilege to ask for her appearance in the 

As we strolled down in the alternate shade and sunshine of the 
road, I had been a little piqued at the want of interest, and the 
manner-of-course, with which St. John had received my animated 
descriptions of tJie personal beauty of the Cherokee. 



Hooted by Google 



EARLIER DAYS. 185 

" I have linntcJ with t!ie tiibi!," was his ouly answer, " and 
know thciv features." 

" But she is not like them," I replied, with a tone of some im 
patience ; " she is the beau ideal of a red skin, but it is with the 
softened features of an Arab or an Egyptian. She is more wil 
lowy than erect, and has no higher cheek-bones than the plaster 
Venus in jour chambers. If it were not for the lambent fire in 
her eye, you might take her, in the sculptured pose of her atti- 
tudes, for an immortal bronze of Cleopatra. I tell you she is 
divine." 

St. John called to his dog, and we turned along the green bank 
above the beach, with Mrs. Ilfrington's house in view, aud BO 
opens a new chapter in my story. 

IV, 
In the united pictures of Paul Veronese and Raphael, steep- 
ed as their colors seem to have been in the divinest age of 
Venetian and Roman female beauty, I have scarcely found so 
many lovely women, of so different models and so perfect, as were 
assembled during my sophomore year under the roof of Mrs. II- 
frington. They went about in their evening walks, graceful and 
angelic, but, like the virgin pearls of the sea, they poured the 
light of their loveliness on the vegetating oysters about them, and 
no diver of fashion had yet taught them their value. Ignorant 
myself, in those days, of the scale of beauty, their features are 
enamelled in my memory, and I have tried insensibly by that 
standard, (and found wanting), of every court in Europe thedamea 
most worshipped and highest bom. Queen of the Sicilies, loveliest 
in your own realm of sunshine and passion ! Pale and transpa- 
parent Piinoess— peail of Ihe court of Florence — than whom the 
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creations on the imniortel walla of the Pitfi less discipline our eye 
for tlie shapes of heaven ! Uipsj of the Paetoliis! Jewess of the 
Thiacian Gallipolis ! Bright and gifted cynosure of the aris- 
tocracy of England ! — ye are five women I have seen in as many 
years' wandering over the world, lived to gaze upon, and live to 
renieniher and admire — a constellation, I almost believe, that has 
absorbed all the intensest light of the beauty of a hemisphere — 
yet, with your pictures colored to life in my memory, and the 
pride of rant and state thrown over moat of you like an elevating 
charni, I go back to the school of Mrs. Ilftiugton, and (smile if 
yon will !) they were as lovely, and stately, and as worthy of the 
worship of the world, 

I introduced St. John to the young ladies aa they came in. 
Having never seen him, except in the presence of men, I was a 
little curious to know whether his singular aflomb would serve 
hiiu as well witli the other ses, of wiiich I was aware he had had 
■very slender espeiience. Sly attention was distracted, at the mo- 
ment of mentioning his name to a lovely little Georgian (with 
eyes full of the liquid sunshine of the south), by a suddei^ark of 
joy from the dog, who had been left in the hall ; and, as the door 
opened, and the slight and graceful Indian girl entered the room, 
the usually unsocial animal sprang bouading in, lavishing caresses 
on her, and seemingly wild with the delight of a recognition. 

In the confusion of taking the dog from the room, I had again 
lost the moment of remarking St, John's manner, and, on the en- 
trance of Mrs. Ilfiiiigfon, Nunu was sitting calmly by the piano, 
and my fiiend was talking ia a <juiet undei-tone witli the passionate 

" I must apologize for my dog," said St. John, bowing graoe- 
fiilly to the mistress of the house ; " he was bred by Indians, and 
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the. sig](t of a Clierokoo vomindod liiiii of happier diiys— as it did 
Lis iiiiistcv." 

Kuiiu turned lier eyes (|iiicl;lj upon liiiii, but iTniDcdiatdy re- 
sumed her apparant deep study of the abstruse figures in the Kid- 
derminster carpet. 

" You are well arrived, young gentlemen," said Mrs. Ilfiiug- 
ton ; " wo press you iulo our soi'vieo for a botanical ramble. 3Ir. 
Slingsby is at leisure, and will be delighted, I aiu sure. Shall I 
say as much for you, BIr. St. John .-" 

St, John bowed, and the ladies left the room for their bonnets 
— 5Irs. Ilfrington Jast. The door wa-s scarcely closed when Nuiiu 
reappeared, and, cliecljing hcrKclf with a sudden feeling at the first 
step over the threshold, stood gazing at St. John, evidently under 
very powerful ciiiofion. 

" Nunu !" ho said, smiling slowly and unwillingly, and holdiug 
out liis haud with tho air of one who forgives an offence. 

She sprang upon his bosom with the bound of a leveret, and, be- 
tween hoi' fast hisses, broho the endearing epithets of her native 
tongue, in words that I only understood by their passionate and 
thiiiling accent. Tho language of the heart is univei-sal. 

Tho fair scholars caiuc in, one after another, and we were soon 
on our way through the green fields to the flowoiy mountain-side 
of East Rocli ; Jlrs. Ilfiington's arm and conveisation having 
fallen to my share, and St. John rambling at largo with the rest 
of tlio party, hut more partieulaily beset by Miss Touiplo, whoso 
Cluistian name was Isabella, and nhosc Christian chai'iiy had no 
howcls for broken hearts. 

The most sociable individuals of the paity for a while wore Js^unu 
and Lash ; tho dog's recoileetions of the past, seeming, like those 
of wiser animals, more agreeable than the present. Xho Chero- 
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kee astonished Mrs. Ilfiington by an abandonment to joy and 
frolic which slie had never displayed before — sometimes faiily out- 
running the dog at full speed, and sometimes sitting down breath- 
less upon a green bank, wbile tie rude ercature overpowered her 
with his caresses. The scene gave origin to a grave discussion be- 
tween that well-instructed lady and myself, upon the singular 
force of childish association — the extraoi'dinary intimacy between 
the Indian and the trapper's dog being explained satisfactorily 
(to her, at least) on that attractive principle. Had she but seen 
Nunu spring into tbo bosom of my friend, half aa hour before, she 
might have added a material corollary to her proposition. If the 
dog and the chiefs daughter were not old friends, the chiefs 
daughter and St. John eertaiuly were. 

As well as I could judge by the motions of two people walking 
before mo, St. John was advancing fast in the favor and acquaint- 
ance of the graeefwl Gcoi'gian. Her southern indolence was pro- 
bably an apology in Mrs. Ilfrington's eyes for leaning heavily on 
her companion's arm ; but, in a momentary halt, the caprieious 
beauty disembarrassed herself of the blight scarf that had floated 
over her shouldoj's, and bound it playfully around his waist. This 
was rather strong, on a firat aetiuaintance, and Mi's. Ilfrington was 
of that opinion. 

" Miss Temple!" said she, advancing to whisper a reproof in 
the beauty's ear. 

Before she had talten a second step, Nimu bounded over the 
low hedge, followed by the dog, with whom she had been chasing 
a buttei-fly, and, springing upon St. John with eyes that flashed 
fire, she tore the scarf into shreds, and stood trembling and pale, 
with her feet on the silken fragments. 

" Madam !" said St. John, advancing to Mrs. Ilfi'ington, after 
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casting on the Cherokee a look of sarprise and displeasure, " I 
should bave told you hefore that your pupil aad myself are not 
new acquaintances. Her father is my friend. I have hunted 
with the tribe, and have hitherto looked upon Nuau as a child. 
You will believe me, I trust, when I say her conduct surprises 
mo, and I beg to assure you that any influence I may have over 
her will be in accordance with your own wishes exclusively. 

His tone was cold, aod Nuuu hstcnod with fised lips and frown- 

" tiave you seca her since her arrival r" asked Mrs. llfriagtoa. 

" My dog brought me yesterday the first iatelligeaoe that she 
was here ; he returned from his morning ramble with a string of 
wampum about his neck, which had the mark of the tribe. He 
was her gift," he added, patting the head of the dog, and looking 
with a softened expression at Nnnu, who dropped her head upon 
her bosom, and walked on in tears. 



The chain of the Green Mountains, after a gallop of some five 
hundred miles, from Canada to Connecticut, suddenly pulls up on 
the shore of Long-Island Sound, and stands rearing with a bristling 
mane of pine-trees, three hundred feet in air, as if checked in mid 
career by the sea. Standing on the brink of this bold precipice, 
you have the bald face of the rock in 3 sheer perpendicular below 
jou ; and, spreading away from the broken masses at its feet, lies 
an emerald meadow, inlaid with a crystal and rambling river, 
across which, at a distance of a mile or two, rise the spires of the 
university, from what, else, were a thick -serried wilderness of elms. 
Back from the edge of the precipice extends a wild forest of hem- 
lock and &r, ploughed on its northren side by a mountain-torrent, 
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wtose bed of marl, dry and ovei-ljtmg with ti-oes in tlie summer, 
serves as a patt atid a guide fi-om the plain to the summit. It 
were a toilsome ascent hut for that smooth and hard pavement, 
and the impoi-vious and green thatch of pine tassels overhung. 

Antiquity in America extends no farther hack than the days of 
Cromwell, and East Roelt is tiaditionary ground with us — for 
there harbored the regicides Whalley and G-offe, and majiy a 
breath-hushing tale is told of them over the smouldering log-fires 
of Connecticut. Not to rob the historian, I pass on to say, that 
this cavernous path to the mountain-top was the resort, in the 
holyday summei" afternoons, of most of the poetical and otherwise 
well-disposed gentleman sophomores ; and, on the day of which I 
speak, of Mrs. Ilfrington and her seven-aud-twenty lovely scholars. 
The kind mistress ascended with the assistance of my arm, and 
St. John drew stoutly between Miss Temple and a fat young lady 
with an incipient asthma. Nunii had not been seen since the first 
cluster of hanging flowers had hidden her from our sight, as 
she bounded upward. 

The hour or two of slanting sunshine, pouring in upon the sum- 
mit of the precipice from the west, had been sufficient to induce a 
fine and silken moss to show its fibres and small blossoms above 
the carpet of pine-tassels ; and, emerging from the brown shadow 
of the wood, you stood on a verdant platform, the foliage of sigh- 
ing trees overhead, a fairies' velvet beneath you, and a view be- 
low that you may as well (if you would not die in your ignorance) 
make a voyage or journey to see. 

We found Nunu lying thoughtfully near the bi-ink of the preci- 
pice, and gazing off over the waters of the Sound, as if she watch- 
ed the coming or going of a friend under the whit« sails that spot- 
ted its bosom. We recovered our breath in silence, I alone, 
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perhaps, of that considerable compaTiy, gazing nitli admiration at 
tlie lithe and uncoascious figure of grace Ijing in the attitude of 
the G-reciaa Hermaphrodite on the brow of the rock before us. 
Her eyea were moist and motionless with abstraction, hev lips just 
perceptibly curved in an expression of mingled pride aad sorrow, 
her small hand biiried and clinched in the moss, and her left foot 
aud ankle, models of spirited ajmmeti-j, escaping carelessly from 
her dress, the high instep strained back as if recovering from a 
leap, with the tense control of emotion. 

The game of the coquettish Georgian was well played. With 
a true woman^s piijue, she had redoubled her attentions to my 
friend from the moment that she found it gave pain to another of 
her sex ; and St. John, like most men, seemed not unwilling to 
sec a new altar kindled to his vanity, though a heart he had al- 
ready won was stifling with the incenso. Miss Temple was very 
lovely. Her skin,' of that teint of opaque aocl patrician white 
which is found oftenest in Asian latitudes, was just perceptibly 
warmed toward the centre of the cheek with a glow like sunshine 
through the thick white petal of a magnolia ; her eyes were haael, 
with those inky lashes which enhance the expression a thousand- 
fold, either of passion or melancholy ; her teeth were like stnps 
from the lily's heart ; and she was clever, captivating, and grace- 
ful, and a thorough coquette. St. John was mysterious, romantic- 
looking, superior, and, just now, the only victim in the way. He 
admired, as all men do, those qualities which, to her own sex, ren- 
dered the fair Isabella unamiable ; and yielded himself, as all 
men will, a satisfied prey to enchantments of which he knew the 
springs were the pique and vanity of the enchantress. How sin- 
gular it is that the highest and best qualities of the female heart 
are those with which men are most rarely captivated ! 
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A rib of the mountaiu formed a natural seat a little bacii from 
the pitch of the precipice, and here sat Miss Temple, triuraphaut 
in diawing all eyes upon herself and her tamed lion ; her lap full of 
flowers, whiohhehadfound time togatheron the way, and her white 
hands employed in arranging a bouquet, of which the destiny was 
yet a secret. Next to their own loves, ladies like nothing on 
earth like mending oi marring the loves of others ; and, while the 
violets and already drooping wild flowers were coqnetljshlj chosen 
or rejected by those slender fingers, the sun might have swung 
back to the cast like a pendulum, and those seven-aiid- twenty 
misses would have watched their lovely schoolfellow the same. 
Nunu turned her head slowly around, at last, and silently looked 
on. St. John lily at the feet of the G-eor^n, glancing from the 
flowers to her face, and fioiii her face to the flowei-a, with an ad- 
miration not at all equivocal. Mrs. lifiington sat apart, absorbed 
in finishing a sketch of New Haven ; and 1, interested painfully in 
watching the emotions of the Cherokee, sat with my back to the 
trunk of a hemlock — the only spectator who comprehended the 
whole extent of the drama. 

A wild rose was set in the heart of the bouquet at last, a spear 
of riband-grass added to give it grace and point, and nothing was 
wanting but a string. Reticules were searched, pockets turned 
inside out, and never a bit of riband to be found. The beauty 
was in despair. 

" Stay," said St. John, springing to his feet. " Lash ! Lash !" 

The dog came coursing in from the wood, and crouched to his 
master's hand. 

" Will a string of wampum do .'" he asked, feeling under the 
long hair on the dog's neck, and untying a fine and ^ 
thread of many-colored beads, worked ezquisitely. 
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The dog growled, and Nunu sprang into the middle of the circle 
with the fling of an adder, and, seiaing the wampum as he handed 
it to her rival, called the dog, and fastened it ouee more around 
his neck. 

The ladies rose in alarm ; the belle turned pale, and clung to 
St. John's arm ; the dog, with his hair bristling upon his back, 
stood close to her feet in an attitude of defiance ; and the superb 
Indian, the peculiar genius of her beauty developed by her indig- 
nation, her nostrils expanded, and her eyes almost showering fire 
in their flashes, stood before them like a young Pythoaess, ready 
to strike them dead with a regard. 

St. John recoTcrcd from his astonishment, after a moment, and, 
leaving the arm of Miss Temple, advanced a step, and called to 
hU dog. 

The Cherokee patted the animal on his baek, and spoke to him 
in her nwa language j and, as St. John still advanced, Nunu drew 
herself to her fullest height, placed herself before the dog, who 
slunk gi-owling fiom his master, and said to him, as she folded her 
arms, " The wampum is mine " 

St. John colored to the lemjiK with shame. 

" Lash !" he cried, stamping with his feet, and endeavoring to 
fright him from his pniteetress. 

The dog howled and crept away, half crouching with fear, 
toward the precipice ; and St. John, shooting suddenly past Nunu, 
seized him on the brink, and held him down by the throat. 

The next instant, a scream of horror from Mrs. llfrington fol- 
lowed by a terrific echo from every female present, started the 
rude Kentuckian to his feet. 

Clear over the abyss, hanging with one hand by an ashen sap- 
ling, the point of her tiny foot jast jwiaing on a projecting ledge 
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of rock, swung tie desperate Cherolice, sustmning terself with 
perfect ease, but with all the determination of her iron race col- 
lected in calm ooncentratioB on her lips. 

" Restore the wampum to his neck," she cried, with a Toice 
that thrilled the Tery marrow with its suhdued fierceness, " or my 
blood rest on your sonl I" 

St. John flimg it toward the dog, and clasped his hands in silent 
horror. 

The Cherokee bore down the sapling till its slender stem crack- 
ed with the tension, and, rising lightly with the rehoimd, alit like a 
feather upon the rock. The subdued student sprang to her side j 
but with acorn oh her lip, and the flush of exertion already vanish- 
ed from her cheek, she called to the dog, and with rapid strides 
took ber wa.y alone down the mountaia, 

vr. 

Five years had elapsed. I had put to sea from the sheltered 
river of boyhood — had encountered the storms of a first entrance 
into life — had trimmed my boat, shortened sail, and, with a sharp 
eye to windward, was laying fairly on my course. Among others 
from whom I had parted company was Paul St. John, who had 
shaken hands with me at the university gate, leaving me, after 
four years' intimacy, as much in doubt as to his real character 
and history as the first day we met. I had ne\er heard him 
speak of either father or mother, nor had he, to my knowledge, 
received a letter, from the day of hia matriculation Ho passed 
bia vacations at the university ; he had studied well, yet refused 
one of the highest college honors ofiered him with hia degree ; he 
had shown many good qualities, yet some unaccountable faults ; 
and, all in ijl, waa an enigma to myself and the class. I knew 
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Ilim clever, aeoompllstcd, and conscious of superioiity ; and my 
knowledge went no fartlier. Tlio coacli was at the gate, and I 
was there to see him off; aad, after foui- years' constant associa- 
tion, I had not an idea where he was going, or to what he was des 
tilled. The driver blew his horn. 

" God bless jou, Slingsby !" 

" Grod bless you, St, Jotn !" 

And so we parted. 

It was five years from this time, I say, and, in the bitter strug 
gles of first manhood, I had almost forgotten there was such a 
being in the world. Late ia the month of Oct I n 1829 I 
was on my way westward, giving myself a vacat n f m lb law 
I embirked on a clear and delicious diy in tb 11 

which plies up and down lie Cav«t,a Lake Ixk 1 w It 
calm fea-Jt of sceneiy, and caring little who were t I m; f 11 w 
passengers As we got out of the little harbor rf Cayui^ I 
walked astern for the fii-st time, and saw the not very unusual 
sight of a gioup of Indians staniing motioale s by the wheel 
They were ohiefo leturnmg tiom a dipbmatic m it to ^ a b 
ingtn 

I sat down by the companion-ladder, and opened soul and eye 
to the glorious scenery we were gliding through. The fii'st severe 
frost had come, and the miraculous change bad passed upon tba 
leaves which is known only in America. The blood-red sugar 
maple, with a leaf brighter and more delicate than a Circassian 
lip, stood here and there in the forest like the Sultan's standard in 
a host — the solitai'y and far-seen aristocrat of the wilderness ; the 
birch, with its spiiit-like and amber leaves, ghosts of the departed 
summer, turned out along the edges of the woods like a lining of 
the palest gold; the broad sycamore and the fan-like catalpa 
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flaunted their saffron foliage in the sun, spotted with gold like the 
wings of a iady-bifd ; the hinglj oak, with its summit shaken hare, 
still hid its majestic tnink in a drapery of sumptuous dyes, like a 
stricken monarch, gathering his robes of state ahout him to die 
royally in Lis purple ; the tall poplar, with, its minaret of silver 
leaves, stood hJauohed like a coward in the dying forest, burthen- 
ing every breeze with its complainings ; the hickoiy paled through 
its enduring green ; the bright berries of the mountain-ash flashed 
with a more sanguine glory in the unobstructed sun ; the gaudy 
tulip-tree, the Sybaiite of vegetation, stripped of its golden cups, 
still drank the intoxicating light of noonday, in leaves than which 
the lip of an Indian shell was never more delicately tinted ; the 
still deeper-dyed vines of the lavish wilderness, peiishiag with the 
noble things whose summer they had shared, outshone them in 
their decline, as won an in her death is heavenlier than the being 
on whom in life she leaned ; and, alone and un sympathizing in this 
univei-sal decay, outlaws from Nature, stood the fir and the hem- 
lock, their frowning and sombre heads darker and less lovely than 
ever, in contrast with the dsath-stnick glory of their companions. 

The dull colors of English autumnal foliage, give you no con- 
ception of this marvellous phenomenon. The change there is 
gradual ; in America it Ls the work of a night — of a single frost ! 

Oh, to have seen the sun set on hills bright in the still green 
and lingering summer, and to wake in the morning to a spectacle 
like this ! 

It is as if a myriad of rainbows were iaeed through the trea- 
topa ; as if the sunsets of a summer — gold, purple, and crimson 
— had been fused in the alembic of the west, and poured back in 
a new deluge of light and color over the wilderness. It is as if 
every leaf, in those countless trees, had been painted to o 
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tie tulip ; !is if, by some electric miracle, tLe dyes of the earth's 
heart had stniek upward, and her crystals and ores, her sap- 
phires, hyacinths, and rubies, had let forth their imprisoned colors, 
to mount through the roots of the forest, and, like the angels that 
in oldeu time entered the body of the dying, re-animate the per- 
ishing leaves, and revel an hour in their bravery. 

I was sitting hy the companion-ladder, thinking to what on 
earth these masses of foliage could he resembled, when a dog 
sprang upon my knees, and, the moment after, a hand waa laid 
on my shoulder. 

"St. John? Impossible!" 

" Bodily !" answered my quondam classmate. 

I looked at him with astonishment. The soigne man of fashion 
I bad once known, was enveioped in a kind of hunter's froek, 
loose and large, and girded to his waist by a belt ; his hat was 
exchanged for a cap of rich otter skia ; his pantaloons spread 
with a slovenly carelessness over liis feet j and, altogether, there 
was that in his air which told me, at a glance, that he had re- 
nounced the world. Lash had recovered his lameness, and, after 
wagging OTit his joy, he crouched between my feet, and lay look- 
ing into my face, as if he were brooding over the more idle days 
in which we had been acquainted. 

" And where are you bound ?" I asked, having answered the 
same question for myself 

" Westward, with the chiefs !" 

" For how long r" 

" For tho remainder of my life." 

I could not forbear an exclamation of surprise, 
" You. would wonder less," said he, with an impatient gesture, 
" if you knew more of me. And, by-tke-way," ha added, with 
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a smile, " I tJiizik I never told you fbc fiist half of tlio sioiy— 
my ]ife up to the time I uict you." 

" It was not for want of a catecliist " I answered, settling my- 
self in an attitude of attention. 

" No ; and I was often tempted to f^ratjfj jour curiosity. Eut, 
from the little intcreoui-se I had with the world, I had adopted 
some precocious principles ; and one was, that a man's inUuence, 
over others, was vulgarized and diminished hy a knowledge of his 
history." 

I smiled ; and, as the boat sped on her way over the calm 
waters of the Cayuga, St. John went on leisurely with a story 
which is scarce remarkable enough for a repetition. Ho believed 
himself the natural sen of a Western hunter ; but only knew 
that he had passed his early youth on the borders of civilization, 
between whites and Indians, and that he had been more partieu- 
brly indebted for protection to the father of Nunu. Mingled 
ambition and curiosity had led him Eastwai'd, while stiU a lad ; 
and a year or two of a most vagabond life jn the different cities, 
had taught him the caution acd bitterness for which he was so 
remarkable. A fortunate experiment in lotteries supplied him 
with the means of education j and, ivith singular application in a 
youth of such wandering habits, he had applied himself to study 
imdor a private master, fitted himself for the university in half 
tie usual time, and cultivated, in addition, the literai'v taste 
which I have remarked upon. 

" This," be said, smiling at my look of astonishment, " brings 
me up to the time when we met. I came to eollego at the an-e 
of eighteen, with a few hundred dollars in my poeket— some 
pregnant experience of the rough side of t!ie world— gi-eat con- 
fldcnee in myself, and distrust of others, and, I believe, a kind 
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of instinct of gooi iiianii'^i-a, which mada me aiubitious of sliining 
in society. Youworo a witness to my debut. Miss Tumple was 
the first Itighly-educatod woman 1 Lad ever known, and you saw 
her effect on me." 

" And — since we parted ?" 

" Oh, smoe we parted, my life has been vulgai enough. I have 
ransacked civilized life to the bottom, and found it a heap of un- 
redeemed falsehoods. I do not say it from common disappoint- 
ment ; for I m y say I succeeded m everj thing I undertook — ' 

" Except Miss Temple I «aid mteirapfing at the hazard of 
wounding him 

"No; she wii, a coju tte inlT ju t,u 1 hti till I had ny 
turn. You s p m m my nfw ohaiacter now But a month ago, 
1 was the Ap lb of feaiitog^ ll^J'ng ijy own game with Miss 
Temple. I left her foi \ womin worth ten thousand of her , 
and here she is " 

AsNunucamo up tl e cun pinion w^vfiom the cab n I thau^l t 
I had never seen bi ■ithiag i tafure so ex^ u itely lively W ith 
the exception of a piir of brilliant moc&asins on her feet, she 
was dressed m the u uil manner but with the most ab olute sim- 
plicity. She h*id chinjjfd m those five yeais horn the child to 
the woman, and with a lound well developed fagurt., additioual 
height, and namiers at once j^iatious anl dignified she wilted 
and looked the chieftain s langhtei bt John ( ok hei hai d, 
and gazfd on her with moLstuie m his ejea 

" That I c uld ever have put a eieature like this, hi, s id, 
'' into compaiiso i With the dolls of eivilizati n ' 

We parted at Buifalo '^t Jol n with his wif ind the b f^, 
to pursue their wiy we tward 1 j J ak<, 1 ue aud I f ^j" ^ii '■'^ 
izing on my way to Niagiia 
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If you can imagine a baried Titian, lying along tlio lentrth of 
a continent, with one arm stretched out into the midst of the sea 
—the place to which I would transport you, reader mine ! — would 
lie, as it were, in the palm of the giant's hands. The small pro- 
montory to which I refer, which hecomes an island in certain 
!S of the tide, is at the end of one of the long capes of Mas- 
i is still called by its Indian name, Nahant. Not 
to make you uncomfortable, I beg to introduce you, at once, to a 
pretentious hotel, " squat like a toad," upon the unsheltered and 
highest point of this citadel in mid sea, and a very great resort 
for the metropolitan New-Englandera. Nahant is, perhaps, liber- 
ally measured— a square half mile ; and it is distant from what 
may fairly he called mainland, perhap,s a league. 

Road to Nahant tliere is noao. The oi pollol go there by steam ; 
but when the tide is down, you may d.ive tliere with a tliousand 
chariots, over the bottom of the sea. As I suppose there is not 
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such another pLioe in tlie known world, mj tale will wait while I 
describe it more fully. If the Bible had been a fiction (not to 
speak profanely), I should have thought the idea of the destruc- 
tion of Pharaoh and his host, had its origin in some such wonder 
of nature. 

Nahant is so far out into the ocean, that what is caDed tho 
"ground swell," the majestic heave of its great bosom going on 
for ever like respiration ("though its face may be like a mirror 
beneath the sun, and a wind may not have crisped its surface for 
days and weeks), is as broad and powerful within a rood of the 
shore, as it is a thousand miles at sea. 

The promontory, itself, is never wholly left by the ebb ; but, 
from its western extremity, there runs a narrow ridge, scarce 
broad enough for a horse-path, impassible for the rocks and sea- 
weed of which it is matted, and extending at just high-water 
mark from Nahant t« flie mainland. Seaward from this ridge, 
which is the only connection of the promontory with tie Oontinent, 
descends an expanse of sand, left bare six hours out of the twelve 
by the retreating sea, as smooth and hard as marble, and as broad, 
and apparently as level, as the plain of tie Hermus. For three 
miles it stretches away without sliell or stone, a surface of white, 
fine-grained sand, beaten so hard by the eternal hammer of the 
surf that the hoof of a horse scarce marks it, and the heaviest 
wheel leaves it as printless as a floor of granite. This will ho 
easily understood, when you remember the tremendous rise and 
fall of the ocean swell, from the veiy bosom of which, in all its 
breadth and strength, roll in the waves of the flowing tide, break- 
ing down on the beach, every one, with the thunder of a host pre- 
cipitated from the battlements of a eastle. Nothing could be more 
solemn and anthem-like, than the succession of these plunging 
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surges. And wlieu the " tenth wave" gathers, far out at sea, 
and rolls onward to the shore—first with a ghisiy and heaving 
swell, as if some mighty monster were lurching inlaiid heneath 
the water, and then, hurstjng up into foam, with a front like an 
endless and sparry crystal wall, advances and overwhelms every- 
thing in its progress, fill it hreaka with a centupled thunder on 
the beach — it has seemed to me, standing there, as if tlius might 
have beaten the first surge on the shore after the fiat which 
" divided sea and land." I am no Cameronian, hut the sea (my- 
self on shore) always drives me to Sci-ipturc for an illustration 
of laj teelm^i 

The piomontory of Nahant must he based on the earth's axle, 
ehe I cannot imagme how it should have lasted so long. In the 
mildeit weathei, the ground-swell of the sea gives it a fillip at 
e\ery helve, thit would lay the " castled cr^ of Drachenfels" 
as low as Jlemphis. The wiae tremhles in your beaker of claret, 
as jou sit after dinner at the hotel ; and, if you look out at the 
eastern balcony, (for it is a wooden pagoda, with balconies, ver- 
andahs, and colonnades ad lihitv,m,) you will see the giass breath- 
less in the sunshine upon the lawn, and the ocean as polished and 
calm as MUadPs brow beyond, and yet the spray and foam dash- 
ing fifty feet into the air between, and enveloping the " Devil's 
Pulpit" (a tall rock, split off fiom the promontory's front) in a 
perpetual kaleidoscope of mist and rainbows. Take the trouble 
to transport yourself there ! I will do the remaining honors on 
the spot. A cavern, as cool (not as silent) as those of Tropho- 
nius, lies just under the brow of yonder precipice, and the waiter 
shall come after us with our wine. You have dined with the 
Borroineo, in the grotto of Isola Bella, I doubt not, and know 
the perfection of arl — I will show you that of nalitre. (I should 
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like to tran p t y fa aimOar contrast, from Ternt to 
Niagara, or f m S n t noi Laterano to an aislo in a forest of 
Miuhigan; but tli l>Bd 1 n mystery, alas! is unsolved. We 
" fly not yet 

Here we a fh a n Ih " Swallow'* Cave." The floor de- 
scends by a g Dtl d li y to the sea, and, from the long, dark 
cleft, stretch n tw d y u look forth upon the broad Atlantic 
— the shore til nd, th first terra Jirma in the path of jour 
eye. Here is a dark pool, left by the retreating tide for a refri- 
gerator ; and, with the champagne in the midst, we will recUne 
about it like the soft Asiatics, of whom we learned pleasure in the 
East, and drink to the small-featured and purple-hpped " Mig- 
nons" of Syria — those fine-limbed and fiery slaves, adorable as 
Peris, and, by turns, languishing and stormy, whom you bny for 
a pinch of piastres (say, £5 5s.) in sunny Damascus. Your 
droway Circassian, faint and dreamy, or you crockery Georgian — 
fit dolls for the sensual Turk— is, to him who would buy soid, 
dear at a penny thu hecatomb. 

We recline, as it were, in an ebon pyi-amid, with a hundred 
feet of floor and sixty of wall, and the fourth side open to tlio 
sky. The light comes in, mellow and dim, and the sharp edges 
of the rooky portal seem let into the pearly arch of heaven. The 
tide is at half-ebb, and the advancing and retreating waves, 
which, at first, just lifted the fringe of crimsou dulse at the lip 
of the cavern, now dash their spray-pearls on tlio rock below, the 
" tenth" surge alone rallying, as if in scorn of its retreating 
fellows, and, like the chieftain of Culloden Moor, rushing back 
singly to the contest. And now that tlie waters reach the en- 
trance no more, come forward, and look /in the sea ! The 
swell lifts ! Would you not think the bases of the earth rising 
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beneath it ? It falls f Would yoa not think lie foundation of 
the deep had given way ? A plain, broad enough for the navies 
of the world to ride at large, heares np evenly and steadily, as if 
it would lie against the sky, rests a moment spisll-liound in its 
place, and falls again as far— the respiration of a sleeping ehild 
not more regular and full of slumber. It is only on the shore 
that it chafes. Blessed emblem ! it is at peace with itself! The 
rocks war with a nature bo unlike their own, and the hoarse din, 
of their border onsets, resounds through the caverns they have 
rent open ; but beyond, in the calm bosom of the ocean, what 
heavenly^dignity ! what godlike unconsciousness of alarm ! I 
did not thmk we should stumble on such a moral in the cave ! 

By the deeper base of its hoarse organ, the sea is now playing 
upon its lowest stops, and the tide is down. Hear ! how it 
rushes in beneath the rocks, broken and stillad in its tortuous 
way, toll it ends with a washing and dull hiss among the sea-weed, 
and, like a myriad of smaU tinkling beEs, the dx'ipping from the 
crags is audible. There is fine music in the sea ! 

And now the beach is bare. The cave begins to cool and 
darken, and the first gold tint of sunset is stealing into the pky, 
and the sea looks of a changing opal, green, purple, and white, 
a^ if its floor were paved with pearl, and the ehanging light 
stjTiek up through the waters. And there heaves a thip info the 
horizon, like a white-winged bird, lying with dark breast on the 
waves, abandoned of the sea-breeze within sight of port, and re- 
pelled even by tie spicy breath that comes with a welcome off 
the shore. She comes from " merry England." She is freighted 
with more than merchandise. The home-sick esile will gaze on 
her snowy sail as she sets in with the morning breeze, and bless 
it ; for the wind that first filled it on its way, swept through the 
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green valley of his home ! What links of hnman affection brings 
she over the sea ? How much comes in her that is not in her 
" bill of lading," yet worth, to the heart that is wailing for it, a 
thousand times the purchase of her whole venture ! 

Mais montons nous ! I hear the small hooft of Thalaha ; my 
Btanhope waits ; we will leave this half bottle of champagne, that 
"remainder biscuit," and the echoes of our philosophy, to the 
Naiads who have lent us their drawing-room. Undine, or Egeria ! 
Lurly, or Arethusa ! whatever thou art called, nymph of this 
shadowy cave ! adieu ! 

Slowly, Thalaba ! Tread gingerly down this rocky descent ! 
So ! Here we are, ou the floor of the vasty deep ! What a glori- 
ous race-course ! The polished and printless sand spreads oway 
before you, as far as the eye can see, the surf comes in below, 
breast-high e e it breaks and the white fringe of the sliding wave 
fihoota up tht bea h but k^ves room for the i irth' i^ of i Per 
eian phalans n the sands i( has deserted Oh 1 w noiaele ly 
runs the whppl and how dretmily we gble along teeing ou mo 
tion but in the resistance of the wind, and m the t o it like pull of 
the ribands by the excited animal before us Mark the color of 
the sand ! White at high-water mark and theneo leejcningto 
a silvery gray as the water has evaporated less — a slab f Egyp 
tian granite in the obelisk of St. Peter s not moie pil shed and 
unimpressible. Shell or rock, weed oi quicksand there js none 
and, mar or deface its bright surface as you will it is e\er beat n 
down anew, and washed even of the dust of the foot of man, by 
the returning sea. You may write upon its fine-grained fiice with 
a orowquill — you may course over its dazzling expanse with a 
troop of chariots. 

Most wondrous and beautiful of all, within twenty yards of the 
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surf, or for an hour after the tide has left the sand, it holds tha 
water without losing its firmness, and is like a gray mirror, hright 
as the bosom of the sea. (By your leave, Thalaha 1) And now 
lean over the dasher, and see those small fetlocks striking up from 
beueati — the flying mane, tho thorough-bred action, the small and 
expressive head, as perfect in the reflection as ia the reality ; like 
Wordsworth's swan, he 

" Trots douljle, hoi'se and shadow." 

You would swear you were ekiniminff the surface of the sea ; and 
the delusion is more complete, as the white foam of the " tenth 
wave" skims in beneath wheel and hoof, and you urge on, with the 
treacherous element gliding away visibly beneath you. 

We seem not to have driven fast, yet throe miles, fairly mea- 
sured, are left behind, and Thalaba's blood is up. Fine creature ! 
I would not give bim 

"For the best horse tli« Siiii has in Lis slaWe." 

We liavo won champagne eve now, Tiialaba, and I, tiotting on 
this silvery beach ; and if ever old age comes on me, and I intend 
it never shall, on aught save my moital coil, (my spiiit vowed to 
perpetual youth), I think these vilal breezes, and a trot on these 
exhilarating sands, would sooner renew my prime than a rock in 
St. Hilary's cradle, or a dip in the well of Kanathos. May we 
try the experiment together, gentle reader ! 

I am not settled in my own mind whether this description of 
one of my favorite haunts in America was written most to intro- 
duce tlie story that is to follow, or the story to introduce the de- 
scription. Possibly the latter, for, having consumed my callow 
youth in wandering "to and fro in the earth," like Sathanas of 
old, and looking on my country now with an eye from which all 
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the minor and temporary features have gradually faded, I find my 
pride in it (after its glory as a republic) settling principally on 
the superior handiwork of nature in its land and water. When I 
talk of it DOW, it is looking through another's eyes— his who lis- 
tens. I do not describe it after my own memory of what it was 
once to me, but according to my idea of what it will swm now to a 
straiigtr. Henue I speak not of the friends I made, rambling by 
lake or river. The lake and the river are there, but tlie friends 
are changed — to themselves and me. I speak not of the lovely 
and loving ones that stood by me, looking on glen or waterfall. 
The gien and the waterfall are romantic stiil, but the form and 
the heart that breathed through it are no longer lovely or loving. 
I should renew iny joys by the old mountain and river, for, all 
they ever were I should find thera still, and never seem to myself 
grown old, or cankered of the world, or changed in form or spirit, 
while they reminded mc but of my youth, with their familiar sun- 
fchinc and beauty. But the friends that I knew — as I knew them 
— are dead. They look no longer the same ; they have another 
heart m them ; the kindness of the eye, the smilingness of the lip, 
are no more there. Philosophy tells me, the material and living 
body changes and renews, particle by pai'ticle, with time ; and ex- 
perience — cold-blooded and stony monitor— tells me, in his frozen 
monotone, that heart and spirit change with it and renew ! But 
the name remains, mockery that it is ! and the memory some- 
times ; and so these apparitions of tie pa^t — that we almost fear 
to ijuestion when they encounter «s, lest the change they have un- 
dergone should freeze our blood — stare coldly on us, yet call ua 
by name, and answer, though coldly to their own, and have that 
terrii)le similitude to what they were, mingled with their unsym- 
pathiaing and hollow mummery, that we wish the grave of the 
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past, with all that it contained of kind or lovely, had been sealed 
for ever, Tlie heart we have lain near beibrn our birth (so read 
I the book of human life) is the only one that oaniiot forget 
that it has loved us. As we once wove the sentiment into a 
verse: — 

" Mother ! dear mother 1 the feelings nurst 
As I hung at thy bosom, dung roimd theefirst-^ 
'Twas the earliest link in love's warm ch^n, 
'Tis the only one that will long remain ; 
And as, year by year, and day hy day, 
Some friend, still trusted, drops away, 
Mother ! dear mother ! oh, dost thaa see 
How the shortened chain brings me nearer thee 1" 

II. 

I have observed that of all the friends one has in the course of 
his life, the truest and most attached is exactly the one who, from 
his dissimilarity to yourself, the world finds it very odd you should 
fenoy. We hear sometimes of lovers who " are made for each 
other," but rarely of the same natural match in friendship. It is 
no great marvel. In a world like this, where we pluck so despe- 
rately at the fruit of pleasure, we prefer for company those who 
are not formed with precisely the same palate as ourselves. You 
will seldom go wrong, dear reader, if you refer any human ques- 
tion about which you are in doubt, to that icy oracle— selfishness. 

My shadow for many years was a gentle monster, whom I have 
before mentioned, baptiued by the name of Forbearance Sniilh. 
He was a Vermontese, a descendant of one of the Puritan Pilgrims, 
and the first of his family who had left the Green Mountains since 
the flight of (he regicides to America. We assimilate to what we 
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live among, and Forbearanco was very green, and very like a 
mountain. He had a general resemblance to ono of Thorwald- 
sen's unfinished apostles— larger than life, and just hewn into out- 
line. My acquaintance with him commenced during my first year 
at the university. He stalked into my room one morning with a 
hair-trunk on his back, and handed me the following note from 
the tutor : — 

" SiK : The Faculty have decided to impose upon you the fine 
of ten dollars and damages, for painting the president's horse, on 
Sabbath night, while grazing on the college green. They, more- 
over, have removed Freshman Wilding from your rooms, and ap- 
point, as your future chum, the studious and exemplary bearer, 
Forbeai'ance Smith, to whom you are desired to show a becoming 
respect, 

"Your obedient servant, 

" To Freshman ! 



Rather relieved by my lenient sentence (for, till the next shed- 
ding of his well-saturated coat, the sky-blue body and red mane 
and tail of the president's once gray mare would interfere with 
that esteemed animal's usefulness), I received Mr. Smith with 
more politeness than he expected. He deposited his hair-trunk 
in the vacant bedroom, and remarked with a good-humored smile 
that it was a cold morning; and seating himself in my easiest chair, 
opened his Euelid, and went to work upon a problem, as perfectly 
at home as if he had furnished the room himself, and lived in it 
fiom his matriculation. I had expected some preparatory apolo- 
gy at least, and was a little annoyed ; but, feeing upon my good 
behavior, I bit my lips, and resumed the " Art of Love," upon 
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which I was just then practising my nascent Latinity, instead of 
calculating logarithms for recitation. In about an hour, aiy new 
chum suddenly Tooiferated ^^ Eureka!" shut up his book, and 
having stretched himself, (a very nnnecessaiy operation), coolly 
walked to my dressing-tahle, selected my best haJr-hnish, redo- 
lent of Macassar, and used it with the greatest apparent satisfac- 

" Have you done with that hair-brush r" I asked, as he laid it 
in its place again. 

"Oh yes!" 

" Then, perhaps, you will do ino the favor to throw it out of 
the window." 

He did it without the slightest hesitation. He then resumed 
his seat by the fire, and I went ou with my book in silenca. 
Twenty minutes had elapsed, when he rose very deliberately, and, 
without a word of prepaiation, gave me a ouff that sent me flying 
info the wood-basket in the corner behind me. As soon as I 
could pick myself out, I flow upon hira, but I might as well have 
grappled with a boa-constrictor. He held me off at arm's length 
till I was quite exhausted witli rage, and, at last, when I could 
Btru^le no more, I found breath to ask him what the devil he 
meant. 

" To resent what seemed to me, on reflection, to be an insult," 
he answered, in the calmest tone, " and now to ask your pardon 
for a fault of ignorance. The first was duo to myself, the second 

Thenceforth, to the surprise of evciybodj and Bob Wilding and 
the tutor, we were inseparable. I took Bruin (by a double elision 
Forhearaiice became " biar^" and by a paraphrase Sruin, and he 
answered to the name) — I took him, I say, to the omnium shop, 
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and presented tim with a dressing case, tnd other ajipliances for 
his outer man ; and, as my i iie man was lelatively as niueh in 
need of his assiaUnce, we mutualli iinpioved I instructed him 
in poetrj and politeness, and he returned the lesson in problems 
and politics. My star wi^ nevei ui moie tortuuate coajunction. 

Four years had woven then fluoad's of memory ahout U3, aiid 
there was never woof more fiee from blemish Our friendship 
was proTerbial. All that mu h caio anl Mac'jssar could do for 
Bruin had been done, but tkere wis nD abatmg his seven feet of 
stature, nor reducing the sia of his feet proper, nor making the 
muscles of his face answer to their natural wires. At his most 
placid smile, a sti-ange waiter wouU run foi a hot towel and the 
doctor ; (colic was not more like itself than that like colic) ; and 
for his motions— oh Lord ' a skdeton, wi(h each indiiidml bone 
appended to its neighboi with a strm^, would eseowte a pas s&id 
with the same expression His mind, however, hid none of tho 
awkwai-dness of his bodj A simplicity ind tiuth, amountiaff to 
tho greatest ndiveH, and a fiituitous unconsciousness of the eff &t 
on beholders of his outei min, were iti only approaches to fiult 
or foible. With the finest sense cf the beautiful, the most uiipr- 
ring judgment in literary taste, the pu est romance, t feivid i n 
thusiasm, constancy, courigs, and good temj i, ho wilkv,d about 
the world ia a mask — an idnurable o^e^ture, m the guise and 
seeming of a ludicrous monster. 

Bruin was sensitive on but one point. He never could forgive 
his father and mother for the wi-ong they had entailed on him at 
his baptism. " Forharance Smith!" he would say to himself 
sometimes in unconscious soliloquy, " they should have given rae 
the virtue as well as the name I" And thea he would sit with a 
pen, and scrawl " F. Smith" on a sheet of paper by tho hour to- 
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gether. To insist upon knowing his Christian name was the one 
impertiijence he never forgave. 

III. 
My party at Nahant consisted of Tlialaba, Forbearance, and 
myself. The place was crowded, hut I passed my time very 
much between my horse and my friend, and was as certain to be 
found on the beach, when the tide was down, as the sea to ha^e 
left the sands. Job (a synonyme for Forbearance which became, 
at this time, his common sobriquet) was, of course, in love. Not 
the least to the prejudice, however, of his last faithful passion — 
for he was as fond of the memory of an old love, as he was tender in 
the presence of the new. I intended to have had him dissected 
after his death, to see whether his organization was not peculiar. 
I strongly incline to the opinion that we should have found a mir- 
ror in the place of his heart. Strange I how the same man who 
is so fickle in love, will bo so constant in friendship ! But is it 
fickleness ? Is it not rather a superjlu of tenderness in the na- 
ture, which overflows to all who approach the fountain ? I have 
ever observed that the most susceptible men are the most remark- 
able for the finer qualities of character. They are more generous, 
more delicate, and of a more chivalrous complexion altogether, 
than other men. It was surprising how reasonably Bruin 
would argue upon this point. "Because 1 was happy at Ni- 
agara," he was saying one day as we sat upon the rocks, " shall I 
take no pleasure in the Falls of Montmoronci ? Because the sun- 
set was glorious yesterday, shall I find no beauty in that of to-day .' 
Is my fancy to be used but once, and the key turned upon it for 
ever ? Is the heart like a bonbon, to be oaten up by the first h,- 
Torite, and thought of no more ? Are our eyes blind, save to one 
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sliape of. boautj ? Arc our ears insensible to the music, save of 

" But do you not weaken the heart, and become incapable of a 
lasting attaoliinont, by this habit of inconataney ?" 

" How long, my dear Phil, will you persist in talking aa if the 
heart were material, and held bo much love, as a cup so much 
water, and had legs to be weary, or organs to grow dull ? How is 
my sensibility lessened — how my capacity enfeebled ? What 
would I have done for my first love, that I would not do for my 
last ? I would have sacrificed my life to secure the happiness of 
one you wot of, in days gone by ; I would jump into the sea, if it 
would make Blanche Carroll happier to-morrow." 

" Sautez-danc r' said a thrilling voice behind ; and, aa if the 
utterance of her name had conjured her out of the ground, the ob- 
ject of ail Job's admiration, and a little of my own, stood before 
lis. She had a work-basket in her baud, a gipsy-hat tossed care- 
lessly on her head, and had preceded a whole troop of belles and 
matrons, who were coming out to while away the morning, and 
breathe the invigorating sea-air, on the roeks. 

Blanche Carroll was what the women would call " a little love ;" 
but that phrase of endearment would not at all express the feel- 
ing with which she inspired the men. She was small, and her 
face and figure might have been framed in fairy-land for bewitch- 
ing beauty; but, with the manner of a spoiled child, and, appa- 
rently, the most thoughtless playfulness of mind, she was as veri- 
table a little devil as ever took tk& shape of a woman. Scarce 
seventeen at this time, she had a knowledge of character that was 
like aa instinct, and was aa accomplished actress in any part it 
y for her purpose to play. No grave Maehiavel ever 
s with more finesse, than that little intriguante, 
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the limited world of which she was the star. She was a Eatural 
jnaater- spirit and plotter ; and the tah-nf that would have cm- 
ployed itself in the deeper game of politics, had she heen horn a 
woman- of rank in Europe, displayed itself, in the simple society 
of a Republic, in subduing to her power everything in the shape 
of a single man that ventured to her net. I have nothing to tell 
of her, at all commensurate with the character I have drawn ; for 
the disposal of her own heart, (if she has one,) must, of course, 
be the most important event of her life ; but, I merely pencil the 
outline of the portrait, in passing, aa a specimen of the material 
that esisfs — even in the simplest society — for the dramatis ptr- 
smta of a court. 

We followed the light-footed heauty to the shelter of one of the 
Oftvee opening on the sea, and seated ourselves about lier upon 
the rooks. Some one proposed that Job or myself should read. 

" Oh, Mr. Smith," interrupted the belle, " where is my brace- 
let ? and where are my verses f" 

At the ball the night before, she had dropped a bracelet in the 
walta, and Job had been permitted to take care of the fragments, 
on condition of restoring them, with a sonnet, the nest morning. 
She had just thought of it. 

" Read them out ! read them out !" she cried, as Job, blush- 
ing a deep blue, extracted a tri-colored pink document from hia 
pocket, and tried to give it to her unobserved, with the packet of 
Jewelry. Job looked at hor imploringly, and she took the verses 
from his hand, and ran her eye through them. 

Pretty well !" she said ; " but the last line might be improved. 
Give me a pencil, some one !" And bending over it, till hor 
luxuriant hair concealed her fairy fingers in their employment, 
sho wrote a moment upon her knee, and, tossing the paper to me, 
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bade me read it out with the emCDdation. Eruin had, meantime, 
modestly disappeared, and I read with the more freedom— 

'Tv/SB broken in the gliJing dance. 

When thou wert in thy dream of power ; 
When shape and motion, tone and glance, 

Were glorious all — the woman's hour! 
The light lay soft upon thy brow. 

The music melted in thine ear. 
And one, perhaps, forgotten now, 

With 'wildered thoughts stood listening nem 
Marvelling not that links of gold 
A pulse like thine had not controlled. 

' 'Tis midnight now. The dance is done, 

And thou, in thy soft dreams, asleep, 
And I, awake, am gazing on 

The fragments given me to keep: 
I think of every glowing vein 

That ran beneath fhe?e links of gold, 
And wonder if a thrill of pain 

Made those bright channels ever cold ! 
With gifts like thine, I cannot think, 
Grief ever chilled this broken link. 

" Good night 1 'Tis little now to thee, 

That in my ear thy words were spoken 
And thou wilt think of them and roe. 

As long as of the bracelet broken. 
For thus is riven many a chain, 

That thou hast liistened but to break ; 
And thus thou'lt sink to sleep again, 

As careless that anothei vcake : 
The only thought thy heart can rend, 
Is — what thefdlouPll charge to mend!" 

Job's conclusion vas more pathetic, hut, prohahly, less true 
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He appeared after the applause had ceased, and resumed his 
place at the lady's feet, with a look in his countenance of having 
deserved an ahatement of persecution. The beauty spread out 
the fragments of tlie broken bracelet on the rock beside her. 

" Mr. Smith !" said she, in her most conciliating tone. 

Job leaned toward her, with, a look of devoted incjuiry. 

" Has the tide turned f" 

" Certainly. Two hours since." 

" TJie beach is passable, then f" 

"Hardly, I fear." 

" No matter. How many hours' drive is it to Salem r " 

"Mr. Slingsby drives it in two." 

" Then you'll get Mr. Slingshy to lend you his stanhope, drive 
to Salem, have this bracelet mended, and bring it back in time 
for the ball. / have spoken, as the Grand Turk says. Allez .'" 

" But, my dear Miss Caroll " 

She laid her hand on his mouth, as he began to remonstrate ; 
and while I made signs to him to refuse, she said something to 
him which I lost In a sudden dash of the waters. He looked at 
me for my consent. 

" Oh ! you can have Mr. Slingsby's horse," said the beauty, as 
I hesitated whether my refusal would not check her tyranny, 
" and I'll drive him out this evening for his reward, IPesf-ce pas ? 
you cross man !" 

So, with a sun hot enough to fry the brains in his skull, and a 
quivering reflection on the sands, tiat would burn his face to a 
blister, exit Job, with the broken bracelet in his bosom 

" Stop, Mr. Slingsby," said the imperious little belle, as I was 
making up a mouth, after his departure, to express my disappro- 
bation of her measures — " no lecture, if you please. Give me 
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tliat book of plays, and I'll read you a precedent. Because yon 
art virtuous, shall wo hsvu do more cakes and ale ? Eeoutez ! 
Aud, witli ati emphasis and expression, that would tave been per- 
fect on the stage, she read tho following passage from " The Cave- 
less Hushaiid" — 

" Ladi/ Betty. — The men of sense, my dear, make tie best 
fools in the world ; their sincerity and good breeding throw them 
so entirely into one's power, and give one auch an agreeable 
thirst of using them ill, to show that power — 'tis impossible not 
to quench it." 

^^ Lady Easy. — But, my Lord Morelove — " 

" iffirfy B. — Pooh ! my Lord Morelove's a mere Indian 
damask— one can't wear him out ; o' my conscience, I njust give 
him to my woman, at last. I begin to bo known by him ; had I 
not best leave him off, my dear ?" 

" JLady B. — Why did you e%'er encourage him?" 

"Lady £.^ Why, what would you have one do.' For my 
part, 1 could no more choose a man by my eye than a shoe — one 
must draw thorn on a little, to see if tbey are right to one's 
foot," 

" Lady iJ.— But I'd no more fool on with a man I could not 
like, than wear a shoe that pinched me." 

" Lady B. — Ay ; but then a poor wretch tells one he'll widen 
'em, or do anything ; and is so civil and silly, that one docs not 
know how to turn such a tviie aa a pair of shoes, or a heart, 
upon a fellow's hands again." 

*' Lady E. — And there's my Lord Poppington," 

" Lady B.—'^j dear ! fine fruit will have flies about it ; but, 
poor things f they do it no harm ; for, if you observe, people are 
10 
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^^ Lady iJ.^Thou art a strange, giddy creature !" 

" Ladij B. — That may be ftom too much circulation of thought, 
my dear!" 

"" Pray, Miss Carroll,' aaid I, as she threw aside the book, with 
a theatrical air, " have you any precedent for broiling a man'a 
brains, as well as breaking bis heart ? For, by this time, ray friend 
Forbearance has a coup di solid, and is hissing over the beach 
like a steam-engine." 

" How tiresome you are ! Do you really thiak it will kill 

" It might injure him seriously — let alone the danger of driving 
a spirited horse over the beach, with the tide quarter-down." 
" What shall I do to be ' taken out of the corner,' Mr. Slings- 

by!" 

" Order your horses an hour sooner, and drive to Lynn, to 
meet him half way on his return. I will resume my stanhope, 
and give him the happiness of driving back with you." 

*'Aiid shall I be gentle Blanche Caroil, and no ogre, if I 
dof" 

" Yes ; Mr. Smith survivm^ ' 

"Take the trouble to give m\ orlcrsjlhtn anlcDmelaok 
immediately, and read tu me till it is time to go Mpinfime, I 
shall look at myself in this bli k miiroi " \nl the spoilt, but 
most lovely ^rl, bent OM,r a daik pojl in the comer ol the cave, 
forming a picture on its shadowy background, that li w a raui- 
muv of admiration even from the npelectt 1 ^rou] who had heen 
the silent and disapproving witne'^es of hci oijiioe 
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A thuniler-oloiid strode inti) fhi sty, with the rapidity wbieh 
marks tliat common phenomBiion of a brfathleas summer after- 
noon in Amei'iea ; darkenod the air for a few minutes, so that ths 
birds betook themselves to their nests ; and then poured out its 
refreshing waters, with the most terrific flashes of lightning and 
crashes of thunder, whiuh, for a mument, seemed to still even the 
eternal basu of the sea. With the same fearful rapidity, the 
black roof of tlie sky toie apart, and fell back, in rolling and 
changing masses, upon the hoiizon ; the sun darted with intense 
brilliancy through the clarified and transparent air ; the light- 
stirring breeze came freighted with delicious coolness ; aud the 
heavy sear-birds, who had kin brooding on the waves, while the 
tumult of the elements went on, rose on their eiiiieter-likc wings, 
and fled away, with incomprehensible instinct, fruro the beautiful 
and freshening land. The whole face of earth and sky had been 
changed in an hour- 

Oh, of what fulness of delight are even the senses capable ! 
What a nerve there is sometimes in every pore ' What love, for 
all liring and all inanimate things, may be born of a summer 
shower ! How stirs the fancy, and brightens hope, and warms 
the heart, and sings the spirit within us, at the mi're animal Joy 
with which the lark flies into heaven ! Atid yet, of thi= exquisite 
capacity for pleasure, we take so little care ! We refine our taste — 
we elaborate and finish our mental perception — we study the beau- 
tiful, that we may know it when it appears ; yet, the senses by 
which these faculties are approached, the stops by which this fine 
instrument is played, are trified with and neglected. We forget 
that a single excess blurs and confuses the music written on our 
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mincla — we forget that an untimely vi^ weakens and bewilders 
the delicate minister to owr irniei* temple — we know not, or act aa 
if we knew not, that the fin^ and caaiiy-jarred liavmony of health, 
is the only inteipretar of Nature to our souls— in short, we drink 
too much claret, and eat too much pdiifSie gras. Do jou uu- 
derstand me, gowmand ef gourmet? 

Blanche Carroll was a heautiful whip, and the two hay ponies 
ia her phaeton were quite aware of it. La Bruyerc says, with 
hiiS usual wisdom, " Uue belle fcmme qai a lei qualites d'un 
honnete homrae est ce qu'il y a au monde d'uu commerce plus 
delioieux ;" and, to a certain degree, masculine accomplisLraenta, 
too, are very winning in a woman — if pretty ; if plain, she is ex- 
pected not only to be quite feminine, but quite perfect. Foibles 
are as hateful in a woman who does nol possess beauty, as they 
are engaging in a woman who does. Clouds are only lovely when 
the heayecs are bi'ight. 

She looked loveliest while diiving, did Blanche Carroll ; for 
she was born to rule, and the expression native to her lip was energy 
and nerve ; and, as she sat with her little foot pressed against the 
dasher, and reined in those spiiited horses, the finely-pencilled 
mouth, usually playful or pettish, was pressed together in a curve 
as warlike as Minerva's, and twice as captivating. She drove, 
too, as capriciously as she acted. At one moment her fleet ponies 
fled over the saud at the top of their speed ; and, at the nest, they 
were brought down to a walk, with a suddenness which threatened 
to bring them upon their haunches. Now far up ou the dry sand, 
cutting a zigzag to lengthen the way ; and again, below at the tide 
edge, with the waves breaking over her seaward wheel ; all her 
powers, at one instant, engrossed in pushing them to their fastest 
trot ; and, in another, the reins lying loose on their backs, while 
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she discussed some sudden flight of philosophy. " Ee his fairy, 
his page, his everything that Iotc and poeti'y have invented," 
said Roger Ascliam to Lady Jane G-i'ey, just before her marriage ; 
bat Blanche Carroll was almost the only woman I ever saw, capa- 
ble of the hfavi ideal of fascinating characters. 

Eetweea Miss Carol! and myself, there was a safe and cordial 
friendship. Besides loving another better, she was neither ear- 
nest, nor truo, nor affectionate enough, to come at all within the 
range of my possible attachments ; and, though I admired her, 
she felt that the necessary sympathy was wanting for loye ; and, 
the idea, of fooling me witb the rest, once abandoned, we were 
the greatest of allies. She told me all her triumphs, and I lis- 
tened and l&nghed, without thinking it worth while to burden ber 
with my confidence in return ; and you may as well make a 
memorandum, gentle reader, that tltat is a very good basis for a 
friendship. Nothing bores women or worldly persons so mueh, as 
to return their secrets with your own. 

As we drew near the extremity of the beach, a boy rode up on 
horseback, and presented Miss CarroU with a note. I observed 
that it was written on a very dirty slip of paper, and was waiting 
to be enlightened as to its contents, when she slipped it into her 
belt, took the whip from the bos, ai>d, flogging her ponies through 
the heavy sand of the outer beach, went off, at a pace which 
seemed to engross all her attention, on her road to Lynn. We 
reached the hotel, and she had not spoken a syllable ; and, as I 
inade a point of never inquiring into anything that seemed odd 
in her conduct, I merely stole a glance at her face — which wore 
the espression of mischievous satisfection, that I liked the least 
of its common expressions — and descended from the phaeton, with 
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the simple remark, that Job could not have arrived, as I saw 
nothing of my stanhope in the yard. 

" Mr. SUogshy." It wiis the usual preface to asking some par- 
ticular favor. 

" Miss CarroU," 

" Will you he so kind as to walk to the library, and select me 
a book to your own taste, and ask no questiona as to what I do 
with myself meantime ?" 

But, my dear Miss Carroll — your father^ — -" 

"Will feel quite satisfied when he hears that Cato was with me. 
Leave tie ponies to the groom, Cato, and follow me." I looked 
after her as she walked down the village street with the old blaek 
behind her, not at all eertaia of the propriety of my aoquieseenoe, 
but feeling that there was ao help foe it. 

I lounged away a half hour at the library, and found Miss Car- 
roll waiting for me on my return. There were no signs of Bruin ; 
and, as she seemed impatient to be off, I jumped into the phaeton, 
and away wc flew to the beach as fast as her ponies coidd be 
driven under the whip. As we deaoendod upon the sands she 
spoke for the first time. 

" It is so civil of you to ask no c[uestions, Mr. Slingsby ; but 
you are not offended with me r" 

" If you have got into no scrape while under my charge, I shall 
certainly be too happy to shake hands upon it to-morrow." 

" Are you <i%iU sure r" she asked archly. 

"Quite sure." 

" So am not I," she said with a merry laugh ; and va her ex- 
cessive amusement she drove down to the sea, till the suif broke 
over the nearest poney's back, and filled the bottom of the phae- 
ton with water. Oar wet feet were now a fair apology for haste, 
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and, taiiag the reins ft'Oiii her, I drove rapidly home, while she 
wrapped herself in lier shawl, and sat apparently absorbed in the 
coming of the twilight over the sea. 

I slept late after the ball, though I had gone to bed exceedingly 
inxious about Bi'uin, who had not yet made bis appearance. The 
tide would prevent his crossing the beach after ten in the morn- 
ing, however, and I made myself tolerably easy till the sands were 
passable with the evening ehb. The high-water mark was 
scarcely deserted by the waves, when the same boy who bad de- 
livered the note to Miss Carroll the 'lay before, rode up from the 
beach on a panting horse, and delivered me the following note : — 

" Dear Philip : ¥ou will be surprised to hear that I am. in 
the Lynn jail on a cliarge of thct% and utterance of counterfeit 
money. I do not wait to tell you tho particulars. Please come 
and identify. 

"Tours truly, 

"F. Smith," 

I got upon the boy's horae, and hurried over the beach with 
whip and spur. I stopped at the justice's office, and that worthy 
seemed uncommonly pleased to see me. 

" We have got him, sir," said he. 

" Got whom ?" I asked rather shortly. 

" Why, the fellow that stole your stanhope and Miss Carroll's 
bracelet, and passed a twenty dollar counterfeit bill— ha'n't yoa 
heam on't?" 

The justice's incredulity, when I told him it was probably the 
most intimate friend I had in the world, would have amused me 
at any other time. 

" Will you allow me to see the prisoner ,'" I asked. 
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" Be sure I will. I let Miss Carroll have a. peep at him yester- 
day, and wliat do jou think ? Oh, Lord ! he wanted to make 
her beliere she knew him ! Good ! wasn't Jt ! Ha ! ha ! And 
suck an ill-looking fellow ! Why, I'd know him for a thiof any- 
where ! Your intimate ft'iend, Sir. Sliugshy ! Oh, Lord ! when 
you come to see him ! Ha ! ha !" 

We wore at the prison-door. The grating bolts turned slowly, 
and the door svmng ruatily on its hinges as if it was not often used, 
and in the next minut* I was enfolded in Job's arms, who sobbed 
and laughed) and was quite hysterical with his delight. I scarce 
wondered at the justice's prepossessions when I looked at the 
figure he made. His hat knocked in, his coat muddy, his hair 
full of the dust of straw— -the natural hideouaness of poor Job 
had every possible aggravation. 

We were in the stanhope, and fairly on the beach, before he 
had sufficiently recovered to tcil me the story. He had ari'ived 
quite overheated at Lynn, but, in a hurry to execute Miss Car- 
roll's commission, he merely took a glass of soda-water, had Tha- 
laba's mouth washed, and drove on. A mile on his way, he was 
overtaken by a couple of ostlers on horseback, who very roughJy 
ordered him back to the inn. He refiised, and a fight ensued, 
which ended in his being tied into the stanhope, and driven back 
as a prisoner. The large note, which he had given for his soda- 
water, it appeared, was a counterfeit, and placards, offering a re- 
ward for the detection of a villain, described in the usual manner 
as an ill-iooking fellow, had been sticking up for some dajs in the 
village. He was taken beftwe the justice, who declared at first 
sight that he answered the description in the advertisement. His 
stubborn refusal to give the whole of his name (he would rather 
have died, I suppose), his possession of my stanhope, which was 
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immediately reoogniEed, and, lastly, the bracelet found in his 
pocket, of wticli he reftised indignantly to ^ve any account, were 
circumstances enough to lea¥e no douht on the mind of the worthy 
justice. Ho made out his mittimus forthwith, granting Joh'B re- 
quest that he might be allowed to write a note to Miss Carroll 
(who, he knew, would drive over the beach toward evening), as a 
very great favor. She arrived aa he expected. 

" And what in Heaven's name did she say r" said I, interested 
beyond my patience at this part of the story. 

Expressed the greatest astonishment when the justice showed 
her the bracelet, and declared she neotr saw me before in her 
lifer 

That Job forgave Blanche Carroll in two days, and gave her a 
pair of gloves witii some versos on the third, will surprise only 
those who have not seen that lady. It would seem incredible, 
but here are the verses, as large as life ;— 

" Slave of the snow-white hand I I fold 

My spirit in thy fabric fair ; 
And, when ttiat dainty hand is cold, 

And rudely comes the wintry air, 
Press in thy light and slraining form 
Those slender fingera scft and warm ; 

And, as the line-traced veins within 
Quicken theii bright and rosy flow, 

And gratefully the dewy .skin 
Clings to the form that warms it so. 

Tell her ray heart is hiding there. 
Trembling to he so closely presl. 

Yet feels how brief its moments are. 
And saddens even to be blest- 
Fated to serve her for a day. 
And then, like thee, hefiuag atiiat/," 
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LATER DAYS. 



LEAVES EROM THE HEART-BOOK OF ERNEST CLAY. 

CIIAPTEE I. 
In a small room, second floor, front, No. — South Audley 
street, Grosvenor square, on one of the latter days of May, five 
or sis years ago, there stood an inkstand, of which you may buy 
the Iik>- for thiee hilfpence in most small sli ps in Silio It 
was stuck m the centre of the taHe like fh laigesf of the 
Azor a n a sell jlloj s aniitcur map — a Idige blot, suirounded 
by lanumciablc smaller blotlings On the top of a small leather 
portmaateau near by, st od twi pair of Tarnished leather boots, 
of a sumptuous espensivenesa, slen ler, elegant, and without spot, 
except the leaf r{ a emsheJ orange blossom, clinyu^ to one of 
the h els Between the inkat ud and the boots, sat the jiuug 

lud then fashionalle authjr ol and the biots and the 

mkstani v, lo IdI atle exponents >f li two oj josite, but closely 
woven existoncea. 
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It was two o'clock, P. M., aud the author was stirring hk tea. 
He had been stirring it with the same velocity, three quarters of 
an hour ; for, when that cup should he drant, inevitably the next 
thing was, to write the first sentence of aa article for the New 
Month. Mag., and he was prolonging his breakfast, as a criminal 
his last prayer. 

The " fatigued" sugar and milk were still flying round the edge 
of the cup in a whity blue concave, when the '' maid of all work" 
of his landlord the baker, knocked at the door with a noW. 

" 13 G M street. 

"Dear Sir: 

" Has there been any mistake in the two-penny post delivery, 
that I haTC not received your article for this month ? If so, 
please send me the rough draught by the bearer (who waits), and 
the compositors will try to make it out. Yours, truly, 

" P. S.— If the tale is not finished, please send me the title 
and motto, that we may print the ' contents' during the delay." 

The tea, which, for some minutes, had turned off a decreasing 
ripple from the edge of the arrested spoon, came to a standstill, 
at the same moment, with the author's wits. He had seiaod hia 
pen, and oommenced : — 

"Dead Sir : 

" The tale of this month will he called—" 

As it was not yet conceived, he found a difficulty in baptizing 
it. His eyebrows descended, like the bars of a knight's visor ; 
Lis mouth, which had cspressed only lassitude and melancholy, 
shut close, and curved downward, and he sat for some minutes 
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dipping his pen m the ink, anil, at eitt dip, adding a new shoal 
to the bank^ of the inky Azores 

A long sigh of relief, and an expansion of every line of hia 
faie into 'i lookofbtighti,nm^th)ujht, gave token, presently, that 
the incubation had been suoeesfful The gilded note-paper was 
piii-hcd aiide, a bioad ind fiir sheet of " foreign post," was 
hastilj drawn from his blottmg-hook, and, forgetful alike of the 
unachieved cup of tea, ind the waiting " de¥il" of Marlborongh 
stieet, the filintoiis author dashed the first magic word on mid- 
pige, and, without title ot niofto, traoid rapidly line after line, 
hn faie dealing ul lassitude, and his eyes of their troubled lan- 
guor, as the erasures became fewer, and hia punctuations farther 



" Any answer to the note, sir ?" said the maid-servant, who 
had entered unnoticed, and stood close at hia elbow, wondering at 
the flying velocity of his pen. 

He was at the bottom of the fourth page, and in the middle 
of a sentence. Handing the wot and blotted sheet to the servant, 
with an order for tho messenger to call the following morning for 
the reminder, he threw down his pen, and abandoned himself to 
the most delioious of an author's pleasures — revery in the mood 
of composition. He forgot leork. Work is to put such reveries 
into words. His ima^nation flew on like a horse without a rider 
— gloriously and esultingly, but to no goal. The very waste made 
his indolence sweeter — the very nearness of his task, brightened 
his imaginative idleness. The ink dried upon his pen. Some 
capricious association soon drew hack his thoughts to himself. 
His eye dulled. His lips resumed their uriugled expression of 
pride and voluptuousness. He started to find himself idle, ro- 
d that he had sent off the iiheet with a broken sentence, 
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With ut retaming even the c nuluding word and with a siwh mnie 
of relief than v(,sj.t on }f d t o'l kis bools Piesto' — the 
V, irlil of which his penny half penny inisf and was the immoi 
tal centre— the WDrld ut h''a\en burn imagtnatnn — meltci fr n 
•>} out him ' He st od in pntci t le ither — human ban U me an I 
1 ible to del t I 

^.Jnl thus fi^itve and eisy o± decoy — tlua c mp il o y iiro 
lute an] hiief la the unthistwed tcil of g nii-i — the ea nm^ 
i the fdncy br ad of j lets ' 

It woTill be ha 1 if a I in wh) ha,s 'niide hi n&elf a mme ' 
(1 e^ide being paternally ihnsten 1 ) «ho il 1 want nc in a story 
— o if you please I will name my hero m the nest s nt nen 
Ernest Clay nai die & It walk t ^la Ihorou^h street — to apjly 
for bis guinea a pit-e m aJvan , and find out the oondu Img 
w ril of hia V& — when the e wis heard a f otman a raj at the 
struct door The bakei on the grouud floor ran to j. ck up big 
p Qiiy 1 a\e? jaircd fro i tl e ohclvis by thi. tremeudoi nt tat 
tit anl the mi 1 ran has. It out of her shoes to infoim Mr 

thy that Lady Slildied wihedto sjeak with h u Neither 

mail nor baKer weip displeased at being put to inconvenience 
nor wii the balu s h\st cal m thcr disposed to m i n ur at 
the outrageous clatter whi h shattered her nerve foi a week 
rh re IS a spell to a Londuae , m a coronetted cariiige whi h 
changes the noise and unpudenee of the nnwhipped varlets who 
ride behind it, into music and condescension. 

" You were going out," said Lady Mildred ; " can I take you 
anywhere ?" 

" You can take me," said Clay, spreading out his hands in an 
attitude of surrender, " when and where you please ; but I was 
going to my publisher's." 
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The chariot-steps rattled dovpn, and his foot was on the crim- 
son carpet, when a plain family carriage Buddeuly turned out of 
Gi'oevenor square, and pulled up, as near his own door as tiio ob- 
struction permitted. 

Ernest changed color slightly, and Lady Mildred, after a 
glance through the window behind her, staniped her little foot, 
and said, " Come'" 

' Ont, moment •" wai his insufficient dpolo^y, is he sprang to 
the win low of the other canuee, and, with a mannci ilmoat m- 
fintme in it* CDrdial simplicity, eipressed his delight at meeting 
the two ladies who sit withia 

" Have you set up a chariot, Einest " said tJie \ount,Hi, lay- 
mg her hind Ufoa the da k mass jf cmis ja hi*; temjle, and 
pushing his head gentl; 1 ack, that bIip n ij.ht see whit eij^uipigp 
stopped the way 

He hesitated a moment, but there was no escape from the 
truth. 

" It is Lady Mildred, who has just — " 

" Is she alone ?" 

The question was asked bj the older lady, with a look that ex- 
pressed a painfully sad wish to hear him answer, " No." 

While he hesitated, the more forgiving voice next him hurried- 
ly broke the silence. 

" We are forgetting our errand, Ernest, Can you come to 
Ashurst to-morrow ?" 

" With aU my heart." 

" Do not fail ! My uncle wishes to see you. Stay — I have 
brought you a note from him. Good-bye ! Are you going to the 
rout at Mi's. Bothsohild's to-night ?" 

" I was not — hut, if you are going, I will." 
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" Till tils evening, then ?" 

Tto heavy vehicle rolled away, and Ernest crushed the nolo 
in his hand unread, and, with a slower step than suited the im- 
patience of Lady Mildred, returned to the chariot. The coach- 
man, with that mysterious instinct that coachmen have, let fall 
his silk upon the hacks of hia spirited horses, and drove in time 
with his master's quickened pulses ; and, at the corner of Chester- 
field street, as the family carriage rolled slowly on its way to 
Howell and James's, (on an errand connected with bridal 
pearls), the lofty-stepping bays of Lady Mildred dashed by, as 
if all the anger and seom of a whole descent of coronets were 
breathing from their arched nostrils. 

What a boon, from nature to aristocracy, was the pride of the 

Lady Mildred was a widow, of two years' weeds, thirty-two, 
and of a certain kind of talent, which will be explained in the 
course of this stoj'y. She had no personal charms, except such 
as are indispensably necessary to lady-likeness — indispensably 
necessary, for that very reason, to any control over the fancy of a 
man of imagination. Her upper lip was short enough to express 
scorn, and her feet and hands were exquisitely small. Some 
men of fancy would exact these attractions, and a great many 
more. But, without these, no woman ever secured even the 
most transient homage of a poet. She had one of those faces 
you never find yourself at leisure to criticise, or, rather, she had 
one of those syren voices, that, if you heard her speak before you 
Lad found leisure to look at her features, you had lost your op- 
portunity forever. Her voice expressed the presence of beauty, 
as much as. a carol in a tree expresses the presence of a bird ; 
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and, though you saw not the beauty, as you may not see the bird, 
it was impossible to doubt it was there. Yet, with all this en- 
chantment iu her voice, it was the most changeable music on 
earth ; for, hear it when you would, if she were in earnest, you 
might bo sure it was the soft«iied echo of the voice to which she 
wa-, replying She never spoke first. She never led the conver- 
sation &hL had not (or never used) the talent which many very 
LOinnion place women have of giving & direelion to the feelings, 
and eonti Umg even the course of thought, of superior men who 
maj idmire them In eic/ ythmg ike flnytd a ibixmd. She was 
silent thioa^h all your gieetings — thiough ^1 jour compliments ; 
smiled and listaned, if it were toi hours, till yf ur lighter spirits 
were eshaused and you came down to the true under-tone of 
your he-fcrt , and by the fitst «tiuck chord nf feeling and earnest, 
(and hei skill in detecting it was an infallible nstinct,) shemodn- 
lated her voice, and tnok up the straiu ; and, from the echo of 
your own soul, and the flow of the most throbbing vein in your 
own heart, she drew your enchantment and intoxication. Her 
manners were a necessary part of such a character. Her 
limbs seemed al;vays enchanted into stillness. When yon gaaed 
at her more earnestly, her eyes gradually drooped ; and again, 
her enlarged orbs brightened and grow eager, as your gaze re- 
treated. With her slight forefinger laid upon her cheek, and her 
gloved hand supporting her armjshe sat stirless and rapt; and, by 
an indescribable magnetism, you felt that there was not a nerve 
in your eye, nor a flutter toward change in the expression of your 
face, that was not linked to hers, nerve for nerve, pulsation for 
pulsation. Whether this charm would work on eoramou men, it 
is difficult to say ; for Lady 3Iildj-ed's passions were invariably 
men of genius. 
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You may not liaye seen such a woman as Lad\ MiHied — but 
you have seen giris like Eve Gore. There aie mmy hlies, 
though each one, new-found, seems to the finder thp ujirade of 
nature. She was a pure, sereiie-hearted, and very beautiful gnl, 
of seventeen. Her life had been, hitherto, the growth of love 
and care, as the lily she resembled is the growth of sunshine and 
dew ; and, flower-Jike, all she had ever known, or felt, had turned 
to spotless loveliness. She had met the gifted author of her 
favorite romance, at a country house where they were guests to- 
gether ; and I could not, short of a chapter of metaphysics, tell 
you how natural it was for these two apparently uncongenial per- 
sona to mingle, like drops of dew. I will merely say now, that, 
strongly-marked as seems the character of every man of geniusj 
his very capability of tiaeking the mazes if human nature makes 
him the veiv chameleon and Proteus of his tpecies, and that, 
•iflei he has assimilated himself, by turns, to every variety of 
mankind his masks never f 11 off without disclosing the very 
soul ani type of the most infantine siniphcily. Other men's 
disguises, too, become t seoml nature Those of genius are 
worn to their last day as Ijoselj as the mantles of the gods. 

The kind of man called " a penetrating observer," if he had 
been in the habit of meeting Mr. Clay in London circles, and 

had afterward seen him rambling through tho woods of 

Park with Eve Gore, natural, playful sometimes, and sometinies 
sad, his manner the reflex of hers, even his voice almost as femi- 
nine as hers, in his fine sympathy with her character and attrac- 
tions — one of these shrewd people, I say, would have shaken hia 
head, and whispered, "Poor gii'I, how little she understands 
him !" Bat, of all (he wise and worldly, gentle and simple, who 
had ever crossed the path of Ernest Clay, this same child-like 
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girl was the only creature to wbom he appeared utterly himself, 
— ibr whom he wore no disguise — to whose plummet of simple 
tmth he opened the seldom-sounded depths of his prodigal and 
passionate heart. Lady Mildred knew iiia weainesses and his 
genius. Eve G-ore Itnew his better and brighter nature. And 
both loved him. 

And now, dear reader, havinj; drawn you the portraits of my 
two heroines, I shall go on, with a disembarrassed narrative, to 



CHArTER II. 
Lady MiLDREn's bays pranced proudly up Bond street, and 
kept on their way to the publisher's, at whose door they fretted 
and ohampsd the bit — they and their high-born mistress in attend- 
ance upon the poor author, who, in tJiis moment of despondency, 
complained of the misappreciation of the world ! Of the scores 
of people who knew him and his companion as London eelebrides, 
and who followed the showy ec[mpage with their eyes, how many, 
think you, looked on Mr. Ernest Clay as a misappreeiatcd man ? 
JIow many, had they known that the wholo errand, of this expen- 
sive tum-ouf , was to call on the publisher for the price of a single 
magazine paper, would have reckoned those sixteen guineas with 
the chariot of a noble lady to come for the payment .' Five hundred 
pounds for your romance, and a welcome to all the best houses 
and costliest entertainments of England — a hundred pounds for 
your poem , and the attention of a thousand eager admirers — these 
are some of the " lengthening shadows" to the author's profits, 
which the author does not reckon, but which the world does. To 
the rest of mankind these are " chattels," priced and paid for. 
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Twenty thousand a jfsar would hardly li ly foi Mi C hy " mplo 
and uncelebrated, what Hr. Clay, dutlior, etc tia fieelj with 
five hundred. To whose credit shall the remiinin^ nineteen 
thousand five hundred be set down ' Common je pie who piy 
for those things aro not helieiers m fairy gifts They ee the 
author in a station of society unattainable except by the wealthiest 
and best bom, with all, that profuse wealth could purchase, as 
completely at his service, as if the bills of cost were to ho brought 
in to him at Chiistmaa ; and besides ail this, (once more " into the 
bargain,") caressed and flattered, as no " golden dulncss" ever 
was or could be. To rate the revenues of such a pampered idol 
of fortune, what man In his senses would inijuire merely into the 
profits of his hook ? 

A h h w h vy and malice which 

h p nl h g & s-minded men, all 

wmnh^ dhw hh heinselves to feel 

vj dhp dhm wh to to feel aught but 

d g dm h fosterers and flat- 

h p h be receivers of the 

g Th p erity, the slighted 

p p d 1SS, to whose eyes 

b h b h en toil their lives 

n fj h h p of what the child 

w b p — b oil which neither 

h d h h d pleasure. They 

see a man no comelier nor better born than they— idle, appai-ently, 

as the moat spoilt minion of wealtli — vying witli the best born in 

the favor of beautiful and proud women, using all the goods of 

fortune with a profuse carelessness, which the possession of the 

lamp of Aladdin could not more than inspire — and by bitter 
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criticism, by ingenious slander, by continual depreciation, ridicule, 
and exa^eratiOQ of every petty foible, they attempt to hvel the 
inequalities of fortune, and repair the flagi-ant injustice of the blind 
goddess to themselves. Upon the class, generally, (bey are 
avenged. Their maKce poisons the joy and cripples the fine- 
winged fancy of nineteen in the score. But the twentieth is born 
proud and elastic, and the shaft bis scorn does not fling back, his 
light-heartedness eludes, and bis is tie destiny whicb^ more than 
that of kings or saints, proves the wide inequality in human lot. 

I trust, dear reader, that you have been more amused than Lady 
Mdd ed at tb halt hour s dela,y it the pu! hsher i Al h le I have 
be n c n iens ng nto a theory n y cattered obsc Tat ons of Lon 
doa lutho ber lady lup has been mus ng [ n the appi t on of 
the fin ly ca i a^e of the (, ores at Mr Clay s lo Ig n^^s La iy 
Mildred s [ OS t on n soc ety tho gh she had the e I ie io all the 
best houses in Lo doa precluded an mtmate acjuintinea w th 
any umna ried g 1 b t she bad teen Eve Gore in I knew a d 
dreaded her 1 v 1 ne « An atob of nere ntercst would hive 
f, ven bei no uneia aesi b it be co ild see far eno irl nt (he 
nature f this bca tiful and f esh hearted g rl to kn w thit i ers 
wo tld be no d V ded en p e All wom n iro eonsn ous that a 
sDfjlemnlel con ent ite 1 p re aff ct n n 1 ir (he wl le 
character into tl e h a t s on n pot nt n j erpetuit n^ fidel ty 

E npst said Lady Mildred as the char ot sped fron tl e 
publ sher s door and took (s way to the Park yon ire grow 
ceremonious. Am I so new a friend, that you cannot open a note 
in my presence ?" 

Clay placed tbe crushed letter in her hand. 

" I will have no secrets from you, dear Lady Mildred. There 
is probably much in that note that will surprise you. Break the 
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seal, however, and give me your advioe. I will not promise to 
follow it." 

The hlood flushed to the temples of Lady Mildred as she read, 
but her lips, though pale and trembling, were compressBd, by a 
strong effort of self-control. She turned back, and read the note 
again, in a murmuring undertone : — ■ 

" Dear Mk. Clay : From causes which you will probably 
understand, I have been induced to reconsider your proposal of 
marriage ta my niece. Imprudent as 1 must still consider your 
union, I find myself in such a situation that, should you persevere, 
I must decide in its favor, as the least of two evils. You will 
forgive my anxious care, however, if I exact of you, before taking 
any decided step, a full and fiur statement of your pecuniary em- 
barrassments, (which I understand are considerable,) and your 
present income and prospects. I think it proper to inform you, 
tliat Miss Gore's expectations, beyond an annuity of £300 a year, 
are very distant, and that all your calculations should be confined 
to that amount. With this nnders landing, I should be pleased to 
see you at Ashurst to-morrow morning. Tours, truly, 

, " Thomas Gore." 

" Hear me, before you condemn, dear Lady Mildred," passion- 
ately esclaimed Ernest, as she clasped her hands over the letter, 
and her tears fell fast upon them : " I was wrong to leave the 
discovery of this to chance — I should have dealt more frankly 
with you — indeed, if I had had the opportunity — " 

Lady Mildred looked up, as if to reproach him for the evasion 
half uttered, 

" i have seen you daily, it is true, but every hour is not an 
hour for confession like this, and, besides, my new loye waa a sur- 
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prise, and what I have to confess is a cliange ia my feeliaga still 
more recent — a constantly brightening vision of a life (pardon me, 
Lady Mildred !) deeper, a thousand fold, and a thousand times 
sweeter and more engrossing than ours." 

" You are frank," said his pale lislener, who had recovered her 
self-possession, and aoemed hunt now, as usuiiJ, only on listening 
and entering into his feelings 

" 1 would bo so, indeed," he resumed ; " but I have not yet 
come to my confession. Life is too short. Lady Mildred, and 
youth too vanisMag, to waste feeling on delusion." 

" Such as your love, do you mean, Ernest .'" 

" Pardon me ! Were you my wi fe — " 

Lady Mildred made a slight motion of impatience with her 
hand, and nuoonsoiously raised the expressive arching of her lip. 

" I must name this forbidden subject to be understood. See 
what a false position is mine ! You are too proud to marry, but 
have not escaped loving me ; and you wish me to be contented 
with a perfume on the breeze — to feel a property in a bird in the 
sty. It was very sweet to begin to love you, to win and win, step 
by step, to have food for hope in what was refused me. But I 
am checked, aud you are still free. I stand at an impassable bar- 
rier, and yon demand that I should feci united to you." 

" You are ungi-ateful, Ernest !" 

" If I were your slave, I am, for you load me with favors — but 
as your lover, no ! It does not fill my heart to open yonr house 
to me ; to devote to me your dining hours, your horses, and ser- 
vants ; to I t the wo 1 1 kno v tl at y u love me to make n e y ir 
romance — yet have all tl ou n n nt s of 1 f p t h e a 
station in s ty pa t n mb on t n a me t n ne, 

a hearth not m n \ si y Id pa ons and nj fa h- 
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ionable negations, not my homely feelings and everyday sorrows. 
I have a whole existence into which you never enter. I am some- 
thing besides a, fashionable author — but not to you. I have a 
common human heart — a pillow upon which lies down no fancy — 
a moiuing which is not spent in sleep or listlessness, hut in tie 
earning of my bread — T have dulness, and taciturnity, and caprice 
— and in all these you have no stare. I am a butterfly and an 
earth-worm, by turns, and yon know me only on the wing. You 
do not answer me !" 

Lady Mildred, as I have said before, was an admirer of gonius, 
and, though Ernest was excusing an infidelity to herself, the novelty 
of 'liis distinctions opened to her a new chapter in the book of love, 
and she was interested far beyond resentment. He was talldng 
from his heart, too, and every one who has listened to a mnrraur 
of affection, knows what sweetness the breatbings of those deeper 
veins of feeling infuse into the voice. To a palled Sybarite like 
Lady Mildred, there was a wild-flower freshness in all this that 
was irresistibly captivating. A smile stole through her lips, in- 
stead of the reproach and anger that he expected. 

" I do not answer you, my dear Ernest, for the same reason I 
would not tear a leaf out of one of your books unread. I quite 
ent«r into your feelings. I wish I could hear you talk of them, 
hours longer. Their simplicity and truth enchant me, but I con- 
fess I cannot see what you propose to yourself Do you think to 
reconcile and blend all these contradictory moods by an imprudent 
marriage ? Or do you mean to vow your butterfly to celibacy, 
and marry your worm-fly alono, and grovel in sympathy rather 
than take love with you when you soar, and keep your grovelling 
to yourself" 

" I think Eve G-ore would love me, soaring or creeping, Ladj 
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Mildred ! She would be happier sitting by my table whUe I wrote, 
than driving in this gay crowd wilh hor chaiiot. She would lose 
the light of her life in absence from me, like a cloud receding 
from the moon, whatever stars sparkled around her. She would 
be with me at aU hours of the day and the night, sharing every 
tbonght that could spnyig to my lips, and reflecting my own soul 
forever. You will forgive me for finding out this want, this void, 
while you lovod me. But I have felt it sickeningly in your bright 
rooms — with music and perfume, and the touch of your hand all 
conspiring to enchant me. In the very hours when most men on 
earth would have envied me, I have felt the hmnbler chambers of 
my heart ache with loneliness. I have longed for some still and 
dark retreat, where the beating of my pulse would be protestation 
enough, and where she who loved me waa ble^t tnoieiilDning with 
my presence only. Affection is a glow-worm light, deai Lady 
Mildred ! It pales amid splendor." 

" But you should have a glow-worm's habits to lelish it, mj 
dear poet. You cannot live on a blade of giai<i, nor shine biightest 
out of doors in the rain. Let us look at it without thc-e Claude 
Lorraine glasses, and see the truth. Mi Thomas Gore offeis 
you £300 a year with hia niece. Your own m(om«, the moment 
you marry, is converted from pocket mone> into subsistence — 
from the purchase of gloves and Hungaij water, into butcher's 
meat and groceries. You retire to a small house in one of the 
cheaper streets. You have been accustomed to drive out con- 
tinually ; and, for several years, you have not only been free from 
the trouble and expence of your own dinner, but you have pam- 
pered your taste with the varied chtfs d^ieuvre of all the best 
oooks of London. You dine at home, now, feeding several 
mouths beside your own, on what is called a family dinner — say, 
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as a, good specimen, a beofetoak and potatoes, with a Yorkshire 
pudding. Instead of retiring, after your ooffee, to a brilliantly, 
lighted drawing-room, where collision with some portion of tie 
most gifted Bociety of London disciplines your int^iUeot, and 
polishes your wit and fancy, yoa sit down by your wife's work- 
table, and grow sleepy over your plans of economy, sigh for the 
gay scenes you once moved in, and go to bod to bo rid of your 
regrets." 

" But why should I bo exiled from society, my dear Lady Mil- 
dred ? "What circle in London would not take a now grace from 
the presence of such a woman as Eve Gore ?" 

"Oh, marvellous simplicity! If men kept the gates of 
society, a la boniie kean ! — for then a party would consist of one 
man (the host), and a hundred pretty women. But the " free 
list" of society, you know, as well as I, my Jove-hlind friend, is 
exclusively masculine. Woman keeps the door, and, easy as turns 
the hinge tjj the other sex, it swings reluctant to her own. You 
may name a hundred men in your circle, whose return for the 
hospitality of fashionable houses it would be impossible to guess 
at. hut you cannot point me out one married woman, whose price 
of admission is not as well known, and as rightly exacted, as the 
c t t an opera bos 1 hose who d not g v su ptnou part s 
u h r turn (and ev n th se n st be well bred ani 1 n 
p Oj le ) a n tl e fi st 1 lace o y O na nental but b des 
h ng pretty they nu t e ther amg or fl rt The e are I ut two 
cla se of women m fash onable oc ety — tl e 1 aders o pa ty 
g vers and th d coys to young n en There s the pretty Mrs 

t r esan i Ic wh se 1 ah tit n no! ody know hut ^ i ck d 

w tl anaid a 1 dy si c ev rywher S n ply 1 ciuse 

sh a 5 f ur or fl tash onatl y n^ m n wi o would fin I no 
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inducement to come, if she were not there. Then there is Mrs. 

, who sings enchantingly, and Mrs. , who is pretty, and 

a liDgnist, and entertains stupid foreigners, and Mre. , who 

is clevor at charades, and plays quadrilles ; and what would Jlra. 
Clay do .' Is she musical ?" 

" She is beautiful !" 

" Well — sho must flirt. With three or four fashiouahle 
lovers — " 

"Lady Mildred!" 

" Pardon mo, I was thinking aloud. Well— I will suppose 
you an exception to this Meda-and-Persian law of the hiav, mowle, 
and allow, for a moment, that Mrs. Clay, wifli an income of five 
or sis hundred a year, with no eyes for anybody but her husband, 
poor, pretty, and innocent, (what a marvel it would be in May 
Fair, bj-the-way 1), becomes as indispensable to a, partie five a,^ 
was Mr. Clay while in unmarried celebrity. Mind, I am not 
talking of rout and I alls vl e e anybody an go because tl ero 
must bo a c owl b t of pet Is so pe s I ct d n rs and enter 
tainments wh r e ry j. e t n t 1 ts an ng ed ent to a well 
studied cup of ploasu e I w U s jpose for an nstant thit a 
connubial anl happy pa r c 11 be d Uo in such c roles 
What part ot >our nco c of five or six 1 ndred a yea do you 
suppose, wo Id I cfi and j w I yo r w f keep car age and ser 
vanta, and]ay for jou con ort t kt an! j aluses — all ab 
solutely indiapen al le to people who go o t "W !iv my dear 
Ernest, your whole noome would n t suffic fo the 1 alf You 
must ' live shy,' go about in hackney-coaches, dress economically, 
(which is execrable in a woman,) and endure the neglects and 
mortifications which our pampered servants inevitably inflict on 
shabby people. Your life would be one succession of bitter mor- 
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tifications, difEculties, and heart-burnings. Believe me, there ia 
no creature on earth so exquisitely wretched, as a man with a 
fashionable wife and small means." 

Lady Mildred had been too much accustomed to the manage- 
ment of meD, not to leave Ernest, after this homily, te his own 
thoughts. A woman of leas knowledge and tact would have fol- 
lowed up this argument with an appeal to his feelings. But, be- 
side that she wished the seed she had thus thrown into his mind 
to germinate with thought, she knew that it was a wise principle 
in the art of love fo be cold by daylight. Ernest sat silent, with 
his eyes oast musingly down to the corner of the chariot, whero 
the smallest foot and prettiest chaussure conceivable was playing 
with, the tassel of the window-pull ; and, reserving her more effec- 
tive game of feeling for the evening, when they were to moot at 

Mrs. R 's, she set him down at his clubhouse with a calm and 

cold adieu, and drove home to bathe, dino alone, sleep, and re- 
fresh body and spirit for the struggle against love and Eve Gore. 

CHAPTER III. 

Genius is lord of the world. Men labor at the foundation of 
society, while the lowly lark, unseen and litlle prized, sits, bard 
by, in his nest on the earth, gathering strengtii to bear his song 
up to the sun. Slowly rise basonient and monumental aisle, 
column and architrave, dome and lofty tower ; and when the cloud- 
piercing spire is burnished with gold, and the fabric stands perfect 
and wondrous, up springs the forgotten lark, with airy wheel to 
the pinnacle, and, standing poised and unwondonng on his giddy 
perch, he pours out his celestial music till his bright footing 
trembles with harmony. And when the song b done, and, mount- 
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ing thenoe, he soars away to fill his exhausted heart at the foun- 
tains of the san, the dwellers in the towers below look up to tho 
gilded spire and shout — not to the burnished shaft, but to the 
lark — lost from it in the sky. 

" Mr. Olay !" repeated the last footman on Mrs. R,'s iower- 
laden staircase. 

I have let you down as gently as possihle, dear reader ; but 
here we are, in one of the most fashionable houses in May Fair. 

Pardon me a moment ! Did I say I had let you down "> What 
pyramid of the Nile is piled up like tho gradations between com- 
plete insignificance and the effect of that footman's announcement ? 
On the heels of Ernest, aod named with the next breath of tho 
menial's lips, came the bearer of a title laden with the emblazoned 
honors of descent. Had he entered a hall of statuary, he could 
not have been less regarded. All eyes were on' the pak forehead 
and calm lips that had entered before him ; and the blood of the 
warrior who made the name, and of the statesmen and nobles who 
had borne it and the accumulated honors and renown of centu- 
ries of unsullied distiootion — all these concentrated glories, in the 
midst of the most polished and discriminating circle on earth, 
paled before the lamp of yesterday, burning in the eye of genius. 
Where is distinction felt ? In secret, amid splendor } No ! In 
tho street and the Tulgar gaze .' No ! In the bosom of love .' 
Sht only remembers it. Where, then, is the intoxicating cup of 
homage — the delirious draught for which brain, soul, and nerve, 
are tasked, tortured, and spent — where is it lifted to tho lips f 
The answer brings nie back. Eyes shining from amid jewels, 
voices softened with gentle breeding, smiles awakening beneath 
costly lamps— an atmosphere of perfume, splendor, and courtesy 
— these form the poet's Hebe, and the hero's Ganymede. These 
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pour, for AmbitioD, the draught that slates his fever — these hold 
the cup to lips, drinking eagerly, that would turn away, in solitude, 
from the ambrosia of the gods ! 

(.'lay's walk Ihrou^'h the sumptuous rooms of Mrs. E iras 

like a Bomaa timmph. He was borne on from lip to lip — those 
before him aniicipatmg his greeting, and those he left, still sond- 
mg their bn§ht and kind words after him. He breathed iacense. 

Suddenly, behind him, he heard the voice of Eve Gore She 
was making the tour of the rooms on the arm of a friend, and, fol 
lowing Ernest, had insensibly tried to get nearer to him, and had 
become flushed and troubled in the effort They had never be- 
fore met in a large party, and her pride, in the universal attention 
he attracted, still more flushed her eyelids and injured her beauty, 
'-he ga\p him her hinl ah he turned, I it the greeting that 
spring to hci 1 p* 'nas cheeked by a auddpu const outness that 
many eyes were on he , in I she hesitate 1, murmui 1 som 3 broken 
wo dfl and wis silent The immediate attention that Clay had 
gnen to her int-omit d at the same munont tl undcrtoned 
murn ur aiound him anl there wis a minute « s 1 i e in which 
the mevitable thou{,ht flished lere s his mind ttit he had over- 
rated bet loi el ne&s Still the trcmblnganl cling n thsp of her 
hand, and the app ahne eaine'*tntss of h r lo k f 11 Hm what 
wi' m her heait— and when was ever gen lu ungrit tul for lovcf 
He made a strong effort t reason down his diaapp intmcnt, and, 
hid tl e embarras ed f.irl resun el instintly her natuial ease and 
playfulness his sensitive imxgiaatiDn would have been conquered, 
and its recii! forgotten But love that Icnls us woids, smiles, 
teaia all wo want in solifule robs u-^ m the i?iy crowd of every 
thin^ but what we cannot use — tears \s the man she worship- 
1 1 lel her ou though th sc biij,ht rooms Lve Goie tn ugh she 
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knew not why, felt the largo drops iiclie hehind Ler eyes. She 
would liare sobbed if she had tried to speak. Clay bad given her 
his arm, and roBUuied hia banter of compliment with the crowd, 
and with it a manner she had never before seen. He had been a 
boy, fresh, frank, ardent, and unsuspicious, at Annesley Park. 
She saw him now in the cold and polisked armor of a man wlio has 
been wounded as well as flattered by the world, and who presents 
his shield even to a smile. Impossible as it was that he should 
play the lover now, she felt wronged and hurt by his addressing to 
her thesametoueof elegant triflingandrailiery which was the key of 
the conversation around them. She knew, too, that she herself 
was appearing to disadvantage ; and, before a brief hour had elapsed, 
she had become a prey to another feeling — that bitter avarice 
which is the curse of all affection for the gifted or the beautiful — 
an avarice that makes every smile, given back for admiration, a 
gem torn from us — every ^ord, even of thanks for courtesy, a 
life-drop of our hearts drank away. 

" The moon looks 
On mauy brooks, 
The brook can see ro moon but this," 

contains the mordent secret of most hearts vowed to the love of 
remarkable genius or beauty. 

The supper-rooms had been sometime open ; from theso and 
the dancing hall, the half-weary guests were coming back to the 
deep fauteuils, the fresher air, and thegraver society of the library, 
wh h h 1 d 1 t t f pt \\ th a clouded 

b w th ghtf 1 1 il nt P L t wit! h other in a 

th t 1 f 1 \ h h d k pt ear them, 

th gh th u- t h 1 1 I ^ h d tood in the 
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centre of a siiiall jrwiip of fashionable men, much more hrilliant 
and far louder iu his gaiety tliau ho would have been with a heart 
at ease. It was one of those nights of deolioing May, when the 
new foliage of the season seoms to have exhausted the air, and, 
though it was near morning, there came throagh the open win- 
dows neithei coolness nor vitality. Fans, faded wreaths, and 
flushed faces, were universal. 

-A. footman stood suddenly in the vacant door. 

" Lady Mildred !" 

The amjouneements had heen over for hours, and every eye 
was turned on the apparition of so late a oomer. 

Quietly, hut with a step as elastic an the nod of a water-lily. 
Lady Mildred glided into the room, and the high tones and un- 
harmoniaed voices of the different groups suddenly ceased, and 
were succeeded by a low and sustained murmur of admiration. A 
white dress of faultless freshness of fold, a snowy turban, from 
which hung on cither temple a cluster of crimson camelias still 
wet nilh the night dew ; long raven curls of undisturbed grace 
falling on shoulder<( of that undescribable and dewy coolness 
which tollow- a morning bath, giving the skin the texture and the 
opacjue whiteness of the lily ; lips and skin redolent of repose 
and purity, and the downcast but wakeful eye so expressive of re- 
cent solitude, and ho peculiar to one who has not spoken since 
she slept — these were attractions, which, in contrast with the 
paled glories around, elevated Lady Mildred at once into the pre- 
dominant star of the night. 

" What news from the bottom of the sea,most adorable Venus ?" 
said a celebrated artist, standing out from the group and drawing 
a line through the air with his finger as if he were sketching the 
flowing outline of her form. 
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Lady Mildred laid liec small hand on Clay's, and, wilt a smile, 
but no greeting else, passed on. The bantering question of the 
great painter told her that her spell worked to a miracle, and she 
was too shrewd an enchantress to dissolve it by the utterance of a 
word. She glided on like a spirit of coolness, calm, silent, and 
graceful, and, standing a moment on the threshold of the apart- 
ment beyond, disappeared, with every eye fixed on her vanishing 
form in wondering admiration. Pwrity was the effect she had 
produced^ — -purity in contrast with the flowers in the room — 
purity (Ernest Clay felt and wondered at it), even in contrast 
with Eve Gore ! There was silence in the library for an instant, 
and then, one by one, the gay group around our hero followed in 
search of the new star of the hour, and he waa left standing alone. 
He turned to speak to his silent friends, but the manner of Mrs. 
Gore was restrained, and Eve sat pate and tearful within the cur- 
tain of the recess, and looked as if her heart were breaking. 

" I should like — I should like to go home, mother!" she said 
presently, with a difficult articulation. " 1 think I am not well. 
Mr. Clay — Ernest— will see, perhaps, if our carriage is hero." 

" You will find us in the shawl-room," said Mrs. Gore, follow- 
ing him to the stair-case, and looking after him with troubled 

The carriage was at the end of the line, and could not come up 
for an hour. Day was dawning, and Ernest had need of solitude 
and thought. He crossed to the park, and strode off through the 
wet grass, bathing his forehead with Landfuls of dew. Aiaa ! the 
fevered eyes and pallid lips lie had last seen were less ia harmony 
with the calm stillness of the dawn than the vision his conseieace 
whispered him was charmed for his destruction. As the cool tur 
brought back his reason, he remembered Eve's embarrassed ad- 
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md his wearisome and Tain efibrts to amuse hor. He re- 
1 her mother's reproving eye, her own colder utterance 
of his name, and then in powerful relief came up the pictures he 
had brooded on since his conversation in the chariot with Lady 
Mildred— visions of self*denial and loss of caste opposed to the en- 
c!i,intmeiits of passion without restraint or calculation — and his 
head and heart became wild with conflicting emotions. One thing 
was certain. He laust decide now. He must speak to Eve 
(j re befjie paifmg, and, in the Utu. of his voice, if it were but a. 
w rd, theie must he that which h i love would interpret as a 
bii:;ht piomi&e or i farewell He turned back. At the gate of 
tht pirk stiiod one of the t^ilty wtnderers of the streets, who 
h iz d him by tht slec\e in I i n[loic 1 charity, 

" Who arc you ?" exclahned Clay, scarce knowing what he ut- 
tered. 

" As good as she is," screamed the woman, pointing to Lady 
Mildred's carriage, " only not so rich ! Oh, we could change 
places, if all's true." 

Ernest stood stUl, as if Lis better ang 1 h d p k tl gh 
those painted lips. He gasped with the w ht th t 1 wly 

from liLs hcai't ; and, purchasing his relea f th t t t 
wretch who had arrested his st*ps, he cr d I wly t th i 
crowded with the menials of ths gay thvo ^ hi 

" Lady Blildrcd's carriage stops the way I" shouted a footman, 
as he entered. He crossed the hall, and, at the door of the shawl- 
room he was met by Lady Mildred herself, descending from the 
hall, surrounded with a ti^oop of admirers. Clay drew back to let 
her pass ; hut while he looked into her face, it became radiant 
with the happiness of meeting him, and the temptation to join her 
seemed in-edstihle. She entered the room, followed by hor gay 
U* 
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Buite, and last of all bj Ernest, who saw, with the first glance at 
the Gores, that he was believed to have been with her dating the 
half-hour that had elapsed. He approaclied Eve ; but the sense 
of aa injustice he could not immediately remove, checked the 
wai-m impulse witl which he was coming to pour out his heart, 
and against every wisli aud fooling of tis soul, he was constrained 

"No, indeed!" exclaimed Lady Mildred, her voice suddenly 
becoming audible, " I shall set down Mr. Clay, whoso door I pass. 
Lord George, ask Mr. Clay if ho is ready." 

Eve Gore suddenly laid her hand on his arm, aa if a spirit had 
whispered that her last chance for happiness was poised on that 
moment's lapse. 

" Emeat," she said, in a voice so unaatui'ally low that it made 
his veins creep with the fear that her reason was unseated, " I ara. 
lost if you go with her. Stay, dear Ernest ! She cannot love 
you as I do, I implore you, remember that my life — my life " 

"Beg pardon," said Lord George, laying his hand familiarly 
on Clay's shoulder, and drawiog him away, " Lady Jlildred waits 
for you !" 

" 1 will return in an instant, dearest Eve," be said, springing 
again to her side, " I will apologize and be with you. One in- 
stant — only one " 

" Thank God !" said the poor girl, sinking into a chair, and 
burstin;^ into tears. 

Lady Mildred sat in her chariot, but her head drooped on her 
breast, and her arms hung lifeless at her side, 

"She is surely ilt," said Lord George; "jump in Clay, my 
fine fellow. Get her home. Shut the door, Thomas ! Go on, 
coachman !" And away aped the fleet horses of Lady Mildred, 
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but uot homeward. Clay lifted hsv head and spoke to her, but, 
receiving no answer, he busied himself chafing her hands, and, tha 
carriage blinds being drawn, he thought momently he should be 
rid of his charge by their arrival in Grosyenor square. But tie 
minutes elapsed, and still the carriage sped on ; and surprised at 
last iato suspicion, he raised his baud to the checkstring, but the 
small fingers he had been chafing so earnestly arrested bis arm. 

" No, no !" said Lady Mildred, rising from his shoulder, and 
throwing her arms passionately around his neck, " you must go 
blindfold, and go with me! Ernest! Ernest!" she continued, 
aa he struggled an instant to reach the string; but he felt her 
tears on his breast, and his better angel ceased to contend with 
him. He sunk back in the chariot, with those fragile arms wound 
aiound liim and with ftiei in hia bi-ain and leaden sadness at 
his hLait, suffered that swift chanot to speed on its guilty way. 

In a small mac on df jlusia e which he well knew, in one of 
the most lomantio delli of Devon built with esquisite taste by 
Lady IMildred, and fill d with all that irt and wealth could 
minister to luxury, Fm st Llay pissed the remainder of the 
summer, forgetful of evcrythm^ beyond hi" prison of pleasure, 
except a voice full of bitter remiii", wh eh, sometimes, in the 
midst of his abandonment, whispered the name of Eve Gore. 

CHAPTER IV. 

The rain poured in torrents from the broad leads and Gothic 

battlements of Castle, and the dull and plashing echoes, 

sent up with steady reverberation from the stone pavement of 
the terrace and courts, lulled to a late sleep one of the most gay 
and fashionable parties assenibled out of London. It was verg- 
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ing toward noon, and, startled from a dream of muaic, by the 
entrance of a servant, Ernest Clay drew back the heavy bed-eur- 
tains and looked irresolutely around his litsurious chamber- The 
coals in the bright fire widened their smokiag cracks and parted 
with an indolent effort, the well-trained menial glided stealthily 
about, arranging the preparations for the author's toilet, the gray 
daylight came in grayer and softer through the draped folds which 
fell over the windows ; and, if there waa a temptation to get up, 
it est«nded no further than to the deeply cushioned and spacious 
chair, over which was flung a dressing-gown, of the loose and 
flowing fashion and gorgeous stuff of the Orient. 

" Thomas, what stars are visible to the naked eye tMs morn- 
ing ?" said the couchant poet, with a heavy yawn. 

"Sir!" 

" I asked if Lady Grace was at breakfast?" 

"Her ladyship took breakfast in her own room, I believe, sir !" 

" ' Qualii rex, talis grex.^ Bring miiie !" 

" Beg pardon, sir .'" 

" I said, I would have an egg and a spatchcock, Thomas ! 
And, Thomas, see if the Duke has done with the Morning Post. 

" I could have been unusually agreeable to Lady Grace," soli- 
loquized the author, as he completed his toilet ; " I feel both 
gregarious and brilliant this morning, and should have breakfast- 
ed below. Strange that one feels so dexterous -minded sometimes 
after a hard drink ! — Bacchus waking like Aurora ! Thomas, 
you forgot the claret ! I conld coin this efflux of soul, now, 
into ' burning words,' and I will. What is the cook's name, 
Thomas ? Gone ! So has the builder of this glorious spatch- 
cock narrowly escaped immortality! Fairest Lady Grace, the 
sonnet shall be yours, at the rebound ! A sonnet ? N— n — no ! 
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But I could write stich a love-letter this morning ! Morning 
Post, ' Died, at Brighton, Mr. WilUam Brown.'' Brown — 
Brown — wiiat was that pretty girPa name that married a Brown 
— 3 rich William Brown. Bevetlywaa her name — Julia Beverly 
— a flower for the garden of Epicurus — a mate for Leontium ! 
I loved her till I was stopped by Mr. Brown — loved her.? by 
Jove, I loved her — as well as I loved anybody that year. Sup- 
pose she were now the widow Brown ? If I thought so, faith ! 
I would write her such a reminiscent epistle ! Wiiy not as it is — 
on the supposition ? Egad, if it is not her William Brown, it is 
no fault of mine. Here goes, at a venture ! 

" To her who was Jiji.ia Uf.veely — 

" Your dark eye rests on this onoe familiar hand-writing. If 
your pulse could articulate at this moment, it would murmur he 
loved me well! He who writes to you now, aft^r years of silence, 
parted from you, with your tears upon his lips — parted from yon 
as the last shadow parts from the sun, witli a darkness that must 
deepen till morn again. I hegin boldly, but the usage of the 
world is based upon forgetfulncss in absence, and I have not for- 
gotten. Yet, this is not to he a love-letter. 

" I am turning back a leaf in my heart. Turn to it in 
yours ! On a night in June, within the shadow of the eypiess 
by tlie fountain of Ceres, in the ducal gardens of Florence, at 
the festa of the Duko's birttnight, I first whispered to you of 
love. Is it so writ in your tablet f Or, were those broken 
words, and those dark tresses drooped on my breast, mockeries of 
a night — flung from remembrance with the flowers yon wore .' 
d I ? Oh, Heaven ! how beautiful you were, with 
1 lotus-stema braided in your hair, and the white chalices 
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gleamimg fhrougli jour ringlets, as if pouring their perfume over 
four shoulders ! How rosj-pale, like light through alabaster, 
etowed the cheek that shrank from me beneath the betraying 
brightness of the moon ! How musical, above the murmur of the 
fountain, rose the trembling wonder at my avowal, and the few 
faint syllables of forgiveness and love, as I strained you wildly to 
my heart ! Oh, can that be forgotten ! 

" With the news that your husband was dead, rushed bauk 
these menioiies in a whirlwind. For one brief, one delirious 
moujent, I fancied you might yet be mine I wnte biciuie the 
deliimm is oier. Had it not been, I should be now weeping at 
your feet — luy life upon your lips ! 

" I will tiy again to explain to you, (,tlm!\ a fielmg that I 
have We met ia the aisle of Santa Oi'ice — stiangers Theio 
W0'< a winged lightness in your step, and a litho wive id the out- 
line of your form, as jou moved through the sonibie light, which 
thrilled me lite the awakening to life of some piece of serial 
Beulpture. I watched yon to your carriage, and returned, to trace 
that shadowy aisle for hours, breathing the same air, and trying 
to conjure up to my imagination the radiant vision lost to me, I 
feared, for ever. That night your necklace parted and fell at my 
feet, in the crowd at the Pitti, and, as I returned the wai-m jewel 
to your hand, I recognized the haunting features which I seemed 
to live but to see again. By the first syllable of acknowledgment, 
1 hnew you — for, in your voice, there was that profound sweetness 
that comes only from a heart thought-saddened^ and, therefore, 
careless of the cold fashion of the world. In the embayed win- 
dow, looking out on the moonlit terrace of the garden, I joined 
you, with the confidence of a famOiar friend, and, in the low un- 
dertone of earnest and sincerity, we talked of the thousand tliemcs 
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with which the walk of that palace of pilgrimage breathe and 
kindle. Chance-guided, and ignorant even of each other's namciS, 
we met on the galleries of art, in the gardens of noble palaces, in 
the thronged resorts open to all in that land of the sun, and my 
heart expanded to you like a flower, and love entered it with the 
fulness of light. Again, I say, we dwelt but upon themes of in- 
tellect, and I had not breathed to yon of the passion that grew 
hour by hour. 

" We met, for the last time, on the night of the Duke's festa — 
in that same glorious palace where we had first blended thought 
and imagination on tiie wondrous miracles of art. You wore sad 
and lower-voiced than even your wont, and when I drew you from 
the crowd, and, wandering with you through the flowering alleys of 
the garden, stood, at last, by that raurmniing fountain, and 
ceased suddenly to speak — tlmre was the threshold of love. Bid 
you forbid me to enter? You fell on my hosom and wept ! 

" Had I brought you to this hy love-making f Did I flatter or 
plead my way into your heart ? Were you wooed or importuned ? 
It is true, your presence drew my better angel closer to my side, 
but I was myself — such as your brother might he to you — such 
as you would have found me through life ; and for this — for being 
what 1 was — with no art or efibrt to win affection, you drew the 
veil from between us — you tempted from my bosom the bird that 
comes never back — you suffered me to love you, helplessly and 
wildly, when you knew that love such as mine impoverishes life 
for ever. The only illimitable trust, the only boundless belief on 
earth, is first love ! What had 1 done to be robbed of this irre- 
coverable gem— to he sent wandering through the world, a hope- 
less infidel in woman ? 

" I have become a celebrity since we parted, and p 
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have looked iDto my boots, thinking I tniglit have woven, into 
some one of my many-oolored woofs, the bright thread you broke 
SO suddenly. You found no trace of it, and, you thought, per- 
haps, that all memory of those simpler hours was drowned in the 
intoxicating cup of fame. I have accounted in this way for your 
never writing to cheer or congratulate me. But, if this conjec- 
ture be true, how little you know tho heart you threw away — 
how little you know of the thrioe-locked, light- shunning, care- 
hidden casket in which h treasured up the refused gold of a first 
love. "What else is there on earth worth hiding and brooding 
over ? Should I wing such treasures with words and lose them ? 

" And now you ask, why, after years of healing silence, I open 
this wound afresh, and write to you. Is it to prove to yoa that I 
love you ? — to prepare the way to see yon again, to woo and win 
you. ? No — though I was worthy of you once ! No — though I 
feel living in my soul a passion, that, with long silence and im- 
prisonment, has become well-nigh unc on troll ahlo. I am not 
worthy of yon now ! My nature is soiled and world-polluted, 
I am prosperous and famous, and could give you the station you 
never won, though you trod on my heart to reach it — hut the 
lamp is out, on my altar of truth — I love by my lips — I mock at 
fwth — I marvel at belief in vows or fidelity — I would not trust 
you — no, if you were mine I would not trust you — though I held 
every vein of your bosom like a hound's leash. Till you can re- 
buke whim, till you can chain imagination, tOl you can fetter 
blood, t will not believe in woman. Yd this is your work.' 

" Would you know why I write to you ? Why has God given us 
the instinct of outcry in agony, but to inflict on those who wound 
us a portion of our pain ? I would tell you, that the fire you 
kindled so wantonly burns on — that, after years of distracting am- 
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Wtion, iame, and pleasure, I still taste the bitterness you threw 
into my cnp ; that, in secret, when musing on my triumphs — in the 
crowd, when sick with adulation — in this lordly castle, when lapt 
in luxury and regard— in all hours and phases of a life brilliant 
and exciting above that of moat men — I mourn oyer that betrayed 
affection, I see that averted face, I worship in bitter despair that 
surpassing loveliness which should have been mine in Its glory and 
flower. 

" I have luade my moan. I have given voice to my agony. 
Farewell!" Ernest Clay. 

When Mr, Clay had concluded this " airing of his vocabulary," 
he enclosed it in a hasty note to his friend, the Secretary of lega- 
tion at the court of Tuscany, requesting him to cat! on " two 
abominable old maids, by the name of Buggins or Blidgima," 
who represented the scan. mag. of Florence, and could, doubtless, 
tell him how to forward his letter to "the Browns;" and the 
castle-bell sounding as he achieved the superscription, he descend- 
ed to lunch, very much lightened of his mvmd, but with no more 
memory of the " faithless Juln " than of the claret which had 
supplied some of the " mlcnsity" of his style The letter — 
began as a mystification, or, if it had an object beyond the 
amusement of an idle hour, intended as a whimsical revenge for 
Miss Beverley's prefeience of a ri;,li husband to her then undis- 
tinguished admirer — h^d, in the heat of composition, and quite 
unconsciously to Clay, enlisted real feelings, totally disconnected 
with the fair Julia, but not the leas easily fused into shape and 
probability by the facile alchymy of genius The reader wdl see 
at once, that the feelings expiessed m it could neier be the work 
of imagination- Truth and bitter suffering show through every 
line, and all ite falsehood or fancy lay m its capricious address to 
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a. woman who Lad really not the slightest share in contributing to 
its material. The irreparable mischief it oooasioned will be seen 
in the sequel. 



CHAPTER y. 

While the Ambassador's bag is steadily posting over the hills 
of Burgundy, with Mr. Clay's letter to Julia Beverley, the reader 
must be content to gain a little upon Her Majesty's courier, and 
look in upon a family party, in the terraced front of a villa in the 
neighborhood of Fiesote. The evening was Italian and autum- 
nal, of a ripe golden glory, and the air was tempered to the 
blood, as daylight is to the eye — so fitly as be a forgotten 
blessing. 

A well-made, well-dresaed, robust gentleman, who might be 
forty-five, or a well-preserved sixty, sat at a stone table, on the 
westward edge of the terrace. The London Times lay on his 
lap, and a bottle of sherry and a single glass stood at his right 
hand, and he was dozing quietly after his dinner. Near a foun- 
tain below, two fair English children played with clusters of ripe 
grapes. An Italian nurse, forgetting her charge, stood, with 
folded arms, leaning against a rough garden statue, and looked 
vacantly at the sunset sky, while up and down a level and flower- 
ing alley, in the slope of the garden, paced slowly and gracefully 
Mrs. William Brown, the mother of those children, the wife of 
the gentleman sleeping over his newspaper, and the heroine of 
this story. 

Julia Beverley had been mari'ied five, years, and, for three years 
at least, she had relinquished the habit of dressing her fine per- 
son to advantage. Yet, in that uatransparent sleeve, was hidden an 
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arm of statuary rouDiIness and polisli, aud, in those carelessly 
fitted shoes, were disguised feet of a plaiiip diiulnutivaness and 
arched instep worthy to be the theme of a new Ceneimtola. 
The voluptuous chisel of the Greet never moulded shoulders and 
bust of more exquisite beauty, yet, if she had not become uncon- 
scious of the possession of these, altogether, she had so far lost 
the vanity of her girlhood, that the prudery of a quakeresa 
would not have altered a fold of her cashmere. Her bonnet, as 
she walked, had fallen back, and, holding it by one string, over 
her shoulder, she put away, from behind her " pearl-round ear," 
the dark and heavy ringlet it had tangled ia its fall, and, with its 
fellow shading her cheek and shoulder in broken masses of 
aubum, she presented a picture of luxurious and yet neglected 
beauty, such as the undress pencil of Grcuze would have revelled 
in portraying. The care of such silent fringes aa veiled her in- 
dolent eyes, is not left to mortals, and the coveit loves, who curve 
these soft cradles and sleep in them, had kapt Julia Beverley's 
with the fidelity of fairy culture. 

The Beverleys had married their daughter to Mr. Brown, with 
Qie usual parental care as to his fortune, and the usual parental 
forgetfulness of everythiag else. There was a better chance for 
happiness, it is tme, than in most matches of convenieaoe, for 
the bridegroom, though past Lis meridian, was a sensible and very 
presentable sort of man, aad the bride was naturally indolent, and 
therefore likely to travel the road shaped out for her by the very 
jiarked hedges of expectation and duty. What she had felt for 
Mr. Clay, dui'ing their casual and brief intimacy, will be seen 
by-and-by, but it had made no harrier to her union with Mr. 
Brown. With a lusuriona house, fine hoi'ses, and her own way, 
the stream of life, for the first year of marriage, ran smoothly off. 
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The second year was checjuered with misgivinga that she had 
thrown herself away, and nights of bitter weeping over a destiny 
in whieli no one of her hright dreams of love seemed possible to 
be realized ; and still, hahit riveted its thousand chdns, her children 
grew attractive and attaching, and, by the time at which our 
story oomniencea, t!ia warm images of a life of passionate devotion 
had ceased to haunt her dreams, sleeping or waking, and she bade 
lair to live and die one of the happy many about whom " there is 
no story to tell." 

Mr. Brown, at this period, occupied a villa in the neighborhood 
of Florence, and, on the arrival of Mr. Clay's letter at the English 
Embassy, it was at once forwarded to Fiesole, where it intruded, 
like the serpent of old, on the domestic paradise to which the 
reader has been introduced. 

Weak and ill-regnlated as was tlie mind of Mrs. Brown, her 
first feeling, after reading the ardent epistle of Mr. Clay, was un- 
mingled resentment at its freedom. Her husband's back was 
turned to her as he sat on the terrace, and, ascending the garden 
Bt«p9, she threw the letter on the table. 

" Hero b a letter of condolence ou your death," she said, the 
blood mantling in her cheek, and her lips arched into an expres- 
sion of wounded pride and indignation. 

Alas, for the slight pivot on which turns the balance of destiny 
— her husband slept t 

" William !" she said again, but the tone was fainter, and the 
hand she raised to touch him, stayed suspended above the fated 
letter. 

Waiting one instant more for an answer, and bondin over her 
husband to be sure that his sleep was real, she hastily placed the 
letter in her bosom, and, with pale brow and limbs trembling be- 



Ho.ted by Google 



LATER DAYS. 261 

fl d to h hamb M mory had required but an 

a up li pa and n hat instant, too, tte honeyed 

h h d an d n h haste, had burnt into her 

. n — ff njj n ho object for which he had 

mi p h b h shed on her unfaithfulness. 

k d ni u n pped between her and the 

whh pudhw shipping picture of herself, 

J uud h n nee of complaint, and the 

' n by ng gotten, stole back into her 

b n n n a d p ted spirit. With a flashing 



n 1, d h h fi hrough the loosened ma.saes 

h b h h h wa b itiful-— still superbly beau- 

tiful. She advanced to the mirror. 

Her bright lips, her pliant motion, the smooth transparence of 
her skin, the fulnes3 of vein and limb, all mingled in one assurance 
of youth, in a wild desire for admiration, in a strange, restless, 
feverish impatience to be away where she could be seen and loved 
— iway to fulfil thit destmy of the heart which seemed now the 
ne obiLLt of life, tboutb for years SO unaccountably forgotten ! 
"I was bom to hi lovei'" nbe wddly exclaimed, picmg her 
chamber, and w^nderins; at bei own beautj is (be mirror gave 
bii.k her kindling features, and inim^ted grace of movement. 
" How could I have fiigott^n that I was beautiful ' ' But at 
th'it instant her bui-band's voice, (.old, harsh and unimaginative, 
forced its way to hei ear, and, convulsed with a tumultuous 
misery shi could neither struggle with nor define, she threw her- 
self on her hi d, and ibindoned h rself to an uncontrolled agony of 

Let those smile at this paroxysm of feeling, whose " dream has 
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come fo pass !" Let those wonder, who have never been startled 
from their common-place existence with the heart's bitter question 
— is this alt ? 

Reader ! are jon loved ? — loved as yon dreamed in youth you 
might and must be — loved by the matchless creature you painted 
in your imagination, lofty-hearted, confiding, and radiantly fair ? 
Have you spent your treasure ? Have you lavished tie houndloss 
wealth of your afibction ? Have you beggared heart and soul by 
the wild abandonment to love, of wb h jou on e felt capable 

Lady ! of you I ask : Is the gold n fl w of you youth eo nel 
as it melts away ? Are your t-uth anl fervor your d 1 cacy and 
devotedness, your unutterable d jtbs ot tc demess and tea s — are 
they named on another's lips — a e tl y nide the n oe ise to 
Heaven of another's nightly priycr — Ynu b aufy is n t 2 's 
and flower — who lays back, with idolatious ciress the soft pa t 
ing of your hm- ? Who smiles when your cheek a ntl s nd 
shudders when it is pale ? — 'Who Is th yo r 1 nl r fin^, re 

clasped in his dumb, bBCau' h e 1 c hounls to 1 n^ua^e 

and trembling, because death w 11 d de y u ? 01 the riy of 
light wasted on the ocean, and the ray ea i^ht and mile [ c less 
in a king's diamond — the wild flower pe lah ng m (he woods and 
its sister culled for culture in the garden of a poet — are not wider 
apart in thoir destiny than the loved and the neglected ! — " Blessed 
are the beloved," should read a new beatitude — ■" for theirs is the 
foretaste of Paradise !" 

CHAPTER VI. 

The autumn following, found Mr. Clay a pilgrim for health to 

the shores of the Mediterranean. Exhausted, body and soul, with 

the life of alternate gaiety and passion into which his celebrity had 
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cirawn him, he had accepted, with a sense of exquisite relief, the 
offar of a cruise among the Greek Isles in a friend's jaeht, and, ia 
the pure stillness of those bright seas, with a single companion and 
his books, he idled away the summer in a luxury of repose and 
enjoyment, such as only the pleasure-weary can understand. Re- 
cruited in health, and, with a mind beginning to yearn once more 
for the long foregone stimulus of society, he landed at Naples in 
tlie beginning of October. 

" We are not vesy gay jnst now," said the English Minister, with 
whom he hastened to renew an acquaintance commenced in his 
former travels, " but the prettiest woman in the world is ' at home' 
to-night, and if you are as susceptible as most of the cavaliers of 
the Chiaja, you will find Naples attractive enough after you have 

" English r 

" Yes — hut you cannot have known her, for I think she was 
never heard of till she came to Naples." 

" Her name r" 

" Why, you should hear that after seeing iier. Call her Queen 
Giovanna, and she will come nearer your prepossession. By-tlie- 
by, what have you to do this morning ?" 

" I am at your Excellency's disposal." 

" Come with me to the atdier of a very clever artist, then, and 
I will show you her picture. It should be the man's ckef-d''ceuvre, 
for he has lost his wits in painting it." 

" Literally, do you mean ?" 

It w uld seem so — for, though the picture was finished some 
nth n , he has never taken it off his easel, and is generally 
f nd 1 k ng at it. Besides, he has neither cleaned pallet nor 
V u h m the last day she sat to him." 
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" If he were young and handsome " 

" So lie is — and so are scores of the lady's devoted admirers ; 
but she is either pvndent or cold, to a degree that effectually repels 
hope, and the painter pines with the rest." 

A few minutes' walk hroiigtt them to a large room near the 
Corso, tenanted hj the Venetian artist, Ippolito Incontri. The 
Minister preaontcd his friend, and Clay forgot their errand in ad- 
miration of the magnificent hrigand face and figure of the painter, 
who, after a cold salutation, retreated into the darkest corner of 
the point of view, and stood gazing past them at his easel, silent 
and unconscious of observation. 

" I haYe seen your wonder,'' said Clay, turning to the picture 
with a smile, and at the first glance only remarking its resemblance 
to a face that should be familiar to him. " I am surprised that I 
cannot name her at once, for I am sure I know her well. But, 
stay ! — the light grows on my eye — no !— with that espreaaion, 
certainly not — I am sure, now, that I have not seen her. Won- 
derful beauty ! Yet there was a superficial likeness ! Have you 
ever remarked. Signer Incontri, that, through very intellectual 
faces, such as this, yon can sometimes see what tlio countenance 
would have been in other circumstances — without the advantages 
of education, I mean ?" 

No nnswcr. The painter was absorbed in his picture, and Clay 
turned to the ambassador. 

" I have seen somewhere a face, and a very lovely one, too, 
that was strangely like these features ; yet, not only without the 
soul that is here, but incapable, I should think, of acquiring it by 
any discipline, either of thought or feeling." 

" Perhaps it was tlie original of this, and the painter has given 
the soul!" 
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" He CDTiM as soon wami a statue into Ii"o, as clo it. Invent 
iliat look! OL, he itould be a god, not a painter! Raphael 
copied, and this man copias ; but Nature did the original of this, 
aa he did of Raphael's immortal beauties ; and the departure of 
the most vanishing shadow from fie truth, would be a blot irre- 
mediable." 

Clay lost himself in the picture, and was silent. Veil after 
veil fell away from the expression as he gaacd, and the woman 
seemed melting out from the canvas into life. The pose and dra- 
pery were nothiDg. It was the portrait of a female standing still 
—perhaps looking idly out on the sea — lost in revery perhaps — 
perhaps just feeling the breath of a coming thought, the stirring 
of some lost memory that would presently awake. The lips were 
slightly unclosed. The heavy eyelashes were wakeful, yet couoh- 
ant in their expression. The large, dark orbs, lustrous and suf- 
fused, looked of the depth and intense stillness of the midnight sky 
close to the silver rim of a moon high in heaven. The coloring 
was warm and Italian, but every vein of the transparent temple 
was steeped in calmness ; and, even through the bright pome- 
granate richnesiS of a mouth full of the capability of passion, there 
seemed to breathe flie slumberous fragrance of a fiower motionless 
under its nigbt-burtben of dew. It portrayed no rank in life. 
The drapery might have been a ijueen's or a contadina's. It was 
a woman stolen to the canvas from her inmost cell of privacy, 
with her soul imstartled by a human look, and mere life and free- 






r form and countenance- 



yet, with all this, a radiance of beauty, and a sustained loftiness 
of feeling, as apparent as the altitude of the stars. It was a 
matchless woman incomparably painted ; and, though not a man 
to fall in love with a semblance. Clay felt, and struggled in vaia 
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against the feeling, that the creature drawn in that portrait con- 
trolled the next, and perhaps the most eventful, revolution (tf hia 
maiij-sphered existence. 

The nest five hours have (for this tale) no history. 

" I have perplexed myself in yain, since I left you," Clay said 
to the Anihassador, as they rolled oa their way to the palace of the 
feir Englishwoman, " hut whon I yield to tho secret conviction 
that I have seen the adorahle original of the picture, I am lost in 
a greater mystery — how I ever could have forgotten her. The 
coming five minutes will undo the Sphinx's riddle for me." 

" My life on it, you have never seen her," said his friend, aa 
the carriage turned through a reverherating archway, and, rapidly 
mating the circiiit of a large court, stopped at the door of a palace 
biasing with light. 

An opening was made through the crowd, nt the Ambassador's 
name was announced, and Clay foJlowed him through the brilliant 
rooms with an agitation to which he had long been a stranger, 
Tasto, aa well as sumptuous expensiveness, was stamped on every- 
thing around, and (here was that indefinable expression in the 
aBsembly, which no one could detect or appreciate better than Clay, 
and which is composed, among other things, of a perfect conviction, 
on the part of the guests, that their time, presence, and approba- 
tion, are well bestowed where they are. 

At the curtamed door of a small boudoir, draped like a tent, a 
Neapolitan noble, of high rani, tui-ned smiling to the Ambassador, 
and placed his finger on his lip. The aiUien pavilion was crowded, 
and only uniforms and heads, fixed in attention, could be seen by 
those without ; but, from the arching folds of the curtain, carae a 
female voice of the deepest and sweetest melodiousness, reading, 
in low and finely-measured cadence, from an English poem. 
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" Do you know the voice ?" asked the Anihassador, as Clay 
stood like a man fixed to marble, eagerly listening. 

" Perfectly ! I implore you tell me who reads !" 

" No ! — though youv twofold recognisance is siDgular. You 
shall see her before you hear her name. What k she reading ?" 

" My owa poetry, by Hoavea ! and yet I cannot name her ! 
This passes belief. I have heard that voice sob — sob convul- 
sively, and with accents of love — I have heard it whisper and en- 
treat — you look incredulous, but it is true. If she do not know 

me— nay, if she has not " he would have said " loved me" — 

but tto look of scrutiny and surprise on the countenance of the 
Ambassador cheeked the imprudent avowal, and he became aware 
that he was on dangerous ground. He relapsed into alence, and, 
crowding close to the tent, heard the numbers he had long ago 
linked and forgotten, breathing in music from those mysterious 
lips, and, possessed as he was by suspense and curiosity, he could 
have wished thai sweet moment to have lasted for ever. I call 
upon the poet, if there bo one who reads this idle tale, to tell me 
if there be a flattery more exquisite on earth, if there be a deeper- 
sinking plummet of pride, ever dropped into the profound bosom 
of the bard, than the listening to thoughts born in pain and silence, 
articulate in the honeyed accents of woman ? Answer me, poet ! 
Answer me, women, beloved of poets, who have breathed their 
worshipping incense, and know by what its bright censor was 
kindled ! 

The voice ceased, and there was one moment of stillness, and 
then the rooms echoed with acclamation. "Crown her!" cried 
a tall old man, who stood near the entrance covered with military 
orders. *' Crown her !" repeated every tongue ; and, from a vase 
that hung suspended in the centre of the pavilion, the fresh 
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flowers were snatched by eager hands and wreathed into a chap- 
let. But t]iose without beciBue clamoi-oas to see the imposition 
of the ci'owa ; iind, clearing a way througli tie eati'ance, the old 
man took the chaplet from the buaj hands that had entwined it, 
and crying out with Italian enthusiasm, " A triumph ! a triumpli !" 
led forth the majestic Corinna to the crowd. 

The Ambassador looked for Clay. He had shrunk behind the 
statue of a winged Cupid, and, though his eyes were fixed with a 
gaze of stone on the magnificent creature who was the centre of 
all regards, iie seemed, by his open lips and heading chest, to he 
gasping witli some powerful emotion. 

" Givo me the chaplet!" suddenly es claimed the magnificent 
idol of the crowd. And, with no apparent emotion, except a 
glowing spot in hev temples, and a quicker throb in the snowy 
curve of her neck and bosom, she waved hack the throng (ipon 
her right, and advanced with majestic steps to the statue of 
Love. 

" Welcome, Ernest !" she said in a low voice, taking him by 
tlie hand nd losing, for a scarce perceptible moment, the smile 
f om h 1 ps. " Here, my friends ! slie exclaimed, turning 

am an ! leading him from bis concealment, " honor to whom 
h n d e ! A crown for the poet of my country, Ernest 

Clay 

"Clay, the poet!" " The English poet!" "The author of 
the poem !" were explanations that ran c[uickly througli the room, 
and, as the crowd pressed closer around, murmuring the enthusi- 
asm native to that southern clime, Julia Beverley sprang upon an 
ottoman, and standing, in her magnificent beauty, conspicuous 
above all, she placed the crown above Clay's head, and bending 
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gracefully and smilingly over him, impressed a kiss on his fore- 
head, and said, '* T/ds for the ■poet .'" 

And, of the many lovers of this superb woman who saw tiat kiss, 
not one showed a frown or turned away — so natural to the warm 
impulse of the hour did it seem — so pure an expression of admira- 
tion of genius — so mere a tribute of welcome from Italy to the 
bard, by an inspiration born of its sunny air. Surrounded with 
eager claimants for his acquaintance, intosioated with flattery, 
giddy with indefinable emotions of love and pleasure, Ernest Clay 
lost sight for a moment of the face that beamed on him, and in 
tJiat moment she had made an apology of fatigue, and retired, leav- 
ing her guests to their pleasures, 

CHAPTER Vir. 

" Un oMour rechauffe lie vaut jamais new," is one of those 
oomraon-plaoes in the book of love, which arc true only of the 
common-place and unimaginative. The rich gifts of affection, 
which surfeit the cold bosom of the dull, fall upon the fiery heart 
of genius like spice-wood and incense, and, long after the giver's 
prodigality has ceased, tie mouldering embers lie warm beneath 
the ashes of silence, and a breath will uncover and rekindle them. 
The love of common men is a world without moon or stais. 
When the meridian is passed, the shadows lengthen, and the light 
departs., and the night that follows is dark indeed. But, as the 
twdight closes on the blight and warm passion of the poet, me- 
mory lights her pale lamp, like the moon, and brightens as the 
darkness deepens ; and the warm saorifi.cea made in love's noon 
and eve, go up to their places like stars, and, with the light trea- 
sured from that fervid day, shine in the still heaven of the past, 
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steadfast though silent. If thei-e bo a feature of the human soul 
in which, more than in all others, the fiend is manifest, it ia tlie 
masculine ingratitude for love. What wrongs, what agonies, 
what unutterable sorrows are the reward of laviihed affection, of 
generous self-abandonment, of unhesitating and Idolatrous trust ! 
Yet who are the ungrateful f Men lacking the imagination which 
can reclothe the faded form in its youthful beauty— men dead to 
the past — witli no perception but sight and touch — to whom wo- 
man is a flower and no more — fair to look on, and sweet to pluck 
in her pride and perfume, but scarce possessed ere trampled on 
and forgotten ! Genius alone treasures the perishing flower and 
remembers its dew and fragrance, and so, immemorially and well, 
poets have been beloved of women. 

I am recording the passions of genins. Let mo say to you, 
lady ! (reading this tale understandingly, for you have been be- 
loved by a poet), trust neither absence, nor silence, nor untoward 
circumstances ! He has loved you once. Let not your eye rest 
on him when you meet — and, if you speak, speak coldly ! — 
for, with a passion strengthened and embellished tenfold by a 
memory all imagination, he will love you again ! The hours you 
passed with hiin, the caresses you gave him, the tears, you shed, 
and the boauty with which you bewildered him, have been hal- 
lowed in poetry, and glorified in revery and dream, and he will 
come back to you, as he would spring into paradise wore it so lost 
and recovered ! 

But to my story ! 

Clay's memory had now become the home of an all-absorbing 
passion. By a succession of mischances, or by management so 
adroit as never to alarm his pride, a week passed over, and he 
had found no opportunity of speaking alone to the object of his 
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adoration. SIao favored him in pufclic, talked to him at the opera, 
leaned on his arm in t!ie crowd, caressed his genius witii exquisite 
flattery, and seemed at moments to escape narrowly from a phrase 
too tender or a subject that would lead ta the past — jet, without 
a violation of the most palpable tact, love was still an impossible 
topic. That he could have held her hand in his, unforbidden — 
that he could have pressed her to his bosom while she wept — that 
she could have lovod him ever, though but for an hour — seemed 
to him sometimes an incredible dream, sometimes a most pas- 
sionate happiness only to believe. He left her at night to pace 
the sands of the bay till morning, remembering — forever remem- 
bering — the scene by the fountain at Florence ; and he passed 
his day between her palace and the picture of poor Incontri, who 
loved her more helplessly than himself, but found a sympathy in 
the growing melancholy of the poet. 

" She has no heart," said the painter ; but Clay had felt it bear 
against his own, and he fed his love in silence on that remembrance. 

They sat upon the rocks by the gate of tie Villa Real. The 
sun was just setting, and, as the waves formed near tie shore and 
rode in upon tie glassy swell of the bay, there secuicd to writhe, 
on each wavy back, a golden serpent, who broke on the sands at 
their feet in sparkles of fire. At a little distance lay tie swallow- 
like yacht, in which Olay had threaded the Archipelago, and, as 
the wish to feel the little craft bounding once more beneath him 
was checked by the aachor-Uke heaviness of his heart, an eques- 
trian party stopped suddenly on the Chiaja. 

" There is Mr. Clay !" said the thrilling voice of Julia Bever- 
ley, " perhaps he will take us over in the yacht. Sorrento looks 
so blue atid tempting in the distance." 

Without waiting for a repetition of the wish he had overheard, 
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Clay sprang upon a rock, and made signal for the toat, and, be- 
fore the crimson of the departing daj had faded from the sky, 
the fair Julia and her party of cavaliers were standing on the 
deck of the swift vessel, bound on a moonlight voyage to Sorrento, 
and watching on their lee the reddening rJbs and lurid eruption 
of the volcano. The night was Neapolitan, and the air was the 
food of love. 

It was a voyage of silence, for the sweetness of life, in such an 
atmosphere and in the midst of that matchle^ bay, lay like a vo- 
luptuous hnrthen in the heart, and the ripple under the clearing 
prow was language enough for all. Ineontri leaned against the 
mast, watching the moonlit features of the signora with his mel- 
ancholy but idolizing gaze, and Clay lay on the deck at her feet, 
trying, with pvcssed-down lids, to recall the tearfij eyes of the Julia 
Beverley he had loved at the fountain. 

It was midnijflit when the bieath of the orange tpoies of Sor- 
rento, atealmg seaward, ^laLkeLed the waj of the little craft, and, 
running m close under thi rocky founditions of the house of 
TashO, CUy diojped his ancbf r, and landed his silent paity at 
their hiven Incontri w^i sent forward to the inn to piepare 
their 'ipartment?, ani, leaning on Clay's arm tnd her husband's, 
the superb Lngh-hwoman ^si,ended to the overhanging balcony of 
the dwellmg ol the Itahin bard, and, in a few words of eloquent 
sympathy m the homage paid by the woild to these ahimes jf 
genius, added to the oierflowiog heiit of her gifted lover one 
TOOie intoxicating diop of flattery and fjacination They strollnd 
MWdid tD the mn, ind he l ide her good night at thegite, fnr ho 
e uld no longei enduu the f tkr nt anolhcr's piL'iL.m.e, anJ the 
emotion stifled in his heart and lips. 

I have forgotten the name of that pleasant inn at Sorrento, 
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built against the side of its mountain shore, with terraced orange- 
groves piled ahove its roof, and the golden fmit nodding in at its 
windows. From the principal floor, you will rememher, projecfa 
a hroad verandah, jutting upon one of these fruit-darkened alieys. 
If you have ever slept there, after a scramble over Scarieatoja, 
you have risen, even from your fatigued slumber, to go out and 
pace awhile that overhanging garden, oppressed with the heavy 
perfume of the orange flowers. Strange that I should forget the 
name of that inn ! I thought, when the busy part of my life 
should be well over, I should go hack and die there. 

The -lea had long close 1 ove the bel f reheal of the m on 
and 8t 11 Claj re tie sly hove e 1 around the £,a 1 n of the n 
M unl g at 1 t to the all y on a 1 1 w tl fhe j r nc pal cham 
bers of he houae he aw tl ed n h d w upon the c irtam of 
a long w nd w a fem le fij^ e hold ^ a hook v. (h her cheek 
reatm^, n her hand He threw bus If on the » di and gazed 
stead Ij Th hand o ed f on the cheek and ra e 1 a pen 1 
f o n the tahl ind w ote up n the n a em of the volun e J.n I 
th n th 1 n d va la d lown a d the slend r fi „ ra e 1 the 
ma. s f fillen hirfron the hojld r and tl ai 1 the wavy 
rn 1 t nlolently as she read. From the slightest motion of that 
statua y hand, from the most fragmented outline of that bird-like 
n k Olaj would have known Julia Beverley ; and, as he watched 
her gracefal shadow, the repressed and pent-up feelings of that 
evening of restraint, fed as they had been by every voluptuoug in- 
fluence known beneath the moon, rose to a height that absorbed 
brain and soul in one wild tumult of emotion. He sprang to his 
feet to rush into her presence, but at that instant a footstep start- 
ed from the darkness of a tree, at the estrcmity of the alley. He 
paused, and the shadow arose, and, laying aside the book, leaned 
13* 
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back, and lifttd the t*peimf aims, and wound up the long masses 
of fallen hair, ind tli(,n, kn;,i;lin2 lemamed i few minutes molion- 
less, with the face buried in the hanla 

Clay tiembled ind felt rebuked 

Once moie the flotvmg drapery swtpt across the curtain, the 
light w»s extinguished, and the iMudDw thuwn optii to the night 
air ; and then all w^a still 

Clay walked to ini fro in an igitation bordering on delirium. 
" I must speak to her !" he said, murmuring audibly, and advanc- 
ing toward the window. But hun-ied footsteps started again from 
the shadow of the pine, and he stopped to listen. All was silent, 
and he stood a moment pressing Lis hands on his brow, and trying 
to struggle with the wild impulse in his brain. His closed eyes 
brought back instantly the unfading picture of Julia Beverley, 
weeping on his breast at the foimt^n ; and, with one rapid move- 
ment, he divided the curtains and stood breatblesa in her chamber. 

The heavy breathing of the unconscious husband fell like music 
on his ear. 

" Julia !" he exclaimed in a hoarse whisper, " I am here- — Er- 
nest Clay !" 

" You are frantic, Ernest !" said a voice so calm that it fell on 
his ear like an assurance of despair. " I have no feeling for you 
that answers to this freedom. Leave my chamber !" 

" Ko !" said Clay, dropping the curtain behind him, and ad- 
vancing into the room, " wake your husband if you will — this is 
the only spot on earth where I can breathe, and if you arc relent- 
less, here will I die ! Was it false when you said you loved mo ? 
Speak, Julia !" 

" Ernest !" she said, in a less assured tone, " I have done wrong 
not to chock this wild passion earlier, and I have that to say to 
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yoM which, peAaps, Bad better be said dow. I will coioe to you 
in the garden." 

"My Teasel waits, and in an hour——" 

" M^ay, nay, you mistake me. But go ! I will follow in- 
stantly !" 

Vesuvius was burning with an almost smokeless flame when 
Clay Btood again in the night air, and every object was illuminat- 
ed with the clearness of a conflagration. At tie first glance 
around, he fancied he saw figures gliding behind the limd body of 
a pine opposite the window, but, in the next moment, the curtain 
again parted, and Julia BoTorley, wi-apped in a cloal, stood be- 
side him on the verandah. 

"Stand back!" she said, as he endeavored to put his ami 
around her, " I have more than one defender within call, and I 
muiit speak to you where I am. Will you listen to me, Ernest ?" 

Clay's breast heaved ; but he folded his ai-ms and leaned against 
the slender column of the verandah in silence. 

" Were it any other person who had so far forgotten himself," 
she continued, " it would be sufficient to say, ' I can never love 
you," and leave my piivaoy to be defended by my natural protec- 
tor. But I wish to show you, Ernest, not only that you eas 
have no hope in loving me, but that you have made me the mis- 
chievous woman I have become. From an humble wife to a dan- 
gerous coquette, the change may well seem startling — but it is of 
your working." 

" Mine, madam !" said Clay, whose pride was aroused with the 
caJm self-possession and repulse of her tone and manner, 

" I have never answered the letter you wrote me." 

" Pajdon, and spare me !" said Ciay, who remembered, at the 
instant only, the whim under which it waa written. 
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"It awoke me to a new existoni-e," slie eoatmucii, without 
heeding his oonfiision, " fur it first made me aware that I could 
ever he the theme of elnquent admiration. I had never been 
praised hut in idle comjiliment, and by those whose intellect I 
despised ; and though, as a girl, I had a vaf^iie feeling that I was 
slighted and unappreciated, I yielded, gradually, to the couTie- 
tion that the world jras right, and that wnmen sung by poets, and 
deacrihod in the glowing language of romance, were of another 
mould. I scarce reasoned upon it. Iremember,on first arriving 
in Italy, drawing a comparison favorable to mysplf, between my 
own beauty and the Fornarina's, and the portraits of Laura and 
Leonora D'Esto ; but, as I was loved by neither painters nor 
poets, I accused myself of presumption, and, with a si^h, re- 
turned to my humility. My life seemed more vacant than it 
should be, and I sometimes wept from an unhappiness I could 
not define ; and I once or twice met persons who seemed to have 
begun to love me, and appreciate my beauty as I wished ; and, in 
this lies the history of my heart up to the time of your writing to 
me. That letter, Krnest— " 

" You believed that I loved you, then !" passionately inter- 
rupted her listener — " you know, now, that I loved you ! Tell mo 
so, I implore you !" 

" My dear poet," said the self-possessed beauty, with a smile, 
expressive of as much mischief as frankness, " let us be honest .' 
You never loved me ! I never believed it, but for one silly hour. 
Stay ! — stay ! — you shall not answer mo ! I have not left my bed 
at this unseasonable hour, to listen to protestations. At least, 
let me first conclude the history of my metempsychosis ! I can 
tell it to nobody else ; and, like the Ancient Mai-iner's, it is a tale 
that must bo told. Rcvemns ! Your very brilliant letter awoke 
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me from the most profound lethargy by which beauty such aa 
mine was ever OTcrtaJien. A moment's inventory of my attrac- 
tions, satisfied me that your exquisite description (written, I have 
since suspected, to amuse an idle hour, bat done, nevertheless, 
with the fine memory and graphic power of genius) was neither 
fanciful nor over-colored ; and, for the first time in my life, \ fdt 
beaulifid. You are an anatomist of the heart ; and, I may say 
to you, that I looked at my own dark eyes, and fine features and 
person, with the admiration and wonder of a blind beauty re- 
stored to sight, and beholding herself in a mirror. You will 
think, perhaps, that love for the writer of this magic letter should 
have been the inevitable sequel. But I am here to avert the 
consequences of my coqueti'y, and I will be frank with you. 1 
forgot yon in a day '. In the almost insane desire to be seen and 
appreciated, painted, sang, aad loved, which took possession of 
me when tie tumult of my fifst feeling had passed away, your 
self- controlled and manageable passion seemed to me frivolous 
and shallow-" 

" Have you been better loved ?" coldly asked Clay. 

" I will answer that question before we part. I did not suffer 
myself to think of a love that could be returned — for I had hus- 
band and children ; and, though I felt that a mutual passion, such 
as I could imagine, would have absorbed, under happier cir- 
cumstances, eveiy enei'gy of my soul, I had no disposition to 
make wreck of another's happiness and honor, whatever the 
temptation. StOl, I must be loved — I must come out from' my 
obscuiity and shine — I must control the painter's pencil, and 
the poet's pen, and the statesman's scheme — I must sun my 
beauty in men's eyes, and he caressed and conspicuous— I must 
use my gift, and fulfil uiy destiny ! I told my husband this. He 
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Becured my deTotion to his peace and honor forever, by giving me 
unlimited control over hia fortune and himself. We came to 
Naples, and my star, hitherto clouded in its own humility, sprang 
at once to the ascendant. The " attraction of unconscious beau- 
ty," is a poet's Action, believe me ! Set it dowu in your books, 
Ernest — we are oui own nomenelators — the belle as well as the 
hero ! I claimed to be beautiful, and queened it 'to the top of my 
bent — and all Naples is at my feet ! Oh, Ernest ! it is a de- 
licious power to hold human happiness in your control — to be the 
loadstar of eminent men and bright intellects ! Perhaps a 
woman who is absorbed in one passion, finds, in her lover's cha- 
racter and fame, room enough for her pride and her thirst for in- 
fluence ; but, to me, giving nothing in return but tbe light of my 
eyes, there seems, seavca in the world, celobrity, rank, genius 
enough, to limit my ambition. I would be Helen ! I would be 
Mary of Scots ! I would have my beauty as undisputed and re- 
nowned as the Apollo's ! Am I insane or heartless .*" 

Clay smiled at the abrupt naivete of the question, bat his eyes 
were full of visible admiration of tte glowing pictures before 

" Tou are beautiful !" was his answer. 

" Am I not ! Shall I be celebrated hereafter, Ernest f I 
should be willing to grow old, if my beauty were ' in amber' — if, 
by some burning line in your book, some wondrous tounh of the 
pencil, some bold novelty in sculpture, my beauty would live on 
men's lips forever ! Ineontri's picture is beautiful, and like ; but 
it is not, if you understand, a conception — it is not a memoir of 
the woman, as the Cenoi's is — it does not embody a complete 
fame in itself, like the ' Bella' of Tiltan, or the ' Wife of G-ior- 
gione.' If you loved me Ernest-—" 
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"If jou lovfid me.j Julia !" echoed Clay, with a tone rather of 
mockery than sincerity. 

" Ah, but you threw me away ; and, even with my own con- 
sent, I could never he recovered ! Believe me, Ernest, there 
never was a coquette, who, in some one of her early preferences, 
had not made a desperate and single venture of her whole heart's 
devotion. That wrecked — she was lost to love ! I cmharked witi 
yon, soul and heart ; and yow left to the merey of the chance of 
wind, a freight that no tide eould briog to port again !" 

" Ton forget the obstacles." 

" A poet ! and talk of obstacles in love ! Did you even ask 
me to run away with you, Ernest ! 1 would have gone ! Ay — 
coldly as I talk to you now, I would have followed you to a hovel 
— for it was first love to me. Had it been first love to both of 
us, I should now be your wifo — sharer of your fame ! And, oh ! 
Low jealous !" 

"■ With your beauty, jealous .'" 

" Not of flesh-and-hlood women, Ernest ! With a wife's op- 
portunities, I eould outcharm, with half my beauty, the whole 
troop of Circe. I was thinking of the favors of your pen ! "Whom 
would I let you descnbe ! What eyes, what hair, what form but 
mine — what character, what name, would I ever suffer you to 
make immortal ! Paul Veronese had a wife with aiy avarice. In 
his hundred pictures, there is the same blue-eyed, golden-baired 
woman, as much linked to his fame as Laura to Petrarch's- If 
he had drawn her but once, she would have been known as the 
woman Paul Veronese painted! She is known now as the woman 
he loved. Delicious immortality!" 

" Yet, she could not have exacted it. That would have re- 
quired an intellect which looked abroad ; and poets love no 
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women who are not like birds— content with the summer around 
them, hut with every thought in their nest. Paul Teroneae's 
Bionda, with her soft, mild eyes, and fair hair, is the very type 
of such a woman ; and she would not have foregone a earess for 
twenty immortalities." 

"May I ask, what waa my attraction then?" said the proud 
beauty, with a tone of pique. 

" Julia Beverley, imconsoious and uniiitelleotual !" answered 
Clay, drawing on his gloves with the air of a man who has got 
through with an interview. " Tou have explained your ' me- 
tempsychosis,' but I was in love witt the form you have cast off. 
The night grows chill. Sweet dreams to you !" 

" Stay, Mr. Clay ! You asked me if I had ever been ' better 
loved,' and I promised you an answer. What think you of a 
lover who has forgotten the occupation that gave him bread, 
abandoned hia ambition, and, at all hours of the night, Is an un- 
rewarded, and hopeless watcher beneath my window ?" 

" To-night excepted," said Clay, looking around. 

" Incontri !" called Mrs. Brown, without raising her voice. 

Clay started and frowned, as the painter sprang from the 
shadow of the pine-tree which bad before attracted bis attention. 
Falling on his knee, the unhappy lover kissed the jewelled fingers 
extended to him ; and, giving Clay his hand in rising, tho poet 
sprang back, for he had clasped the handle of a stiletto ! 

" Fear not — she does Dot love you !" said Incontri, remarking 
his surprise, and concealing the weapon in bis sleeve. 

" I was destined to get cured of my love either way," said 
Clay, bowing himself off the verandah with a shudder and half a 
smile. 

The curtain closed, at the same momcut, over the retreating 
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form of Julia Beverley ; and so turned another haC of Clay's 
voluminous book of love. 



CHAPTER Till. 

Clay threw the volume aside, in which he had been reading, 
and taking up " the red book," looked out for the county address 
of Sir Harry Freer, the exponcat (only) of Lady Fanny Freer, 
who, though the " nigest possible creature," is not the heroine 
of this story. Sir Harry's ancestral domain turned out to be a 
portion of the earth's surface, in that county of England where 
the old gentry look down upon Tery famous lords as too 'new, and 
proportionately upon all other families that have not degenerated 
since William the Conijueror. 

Sir Harry had married an Earl's daughter ; but, as the earl- 
dom was only the fruit of two generations of public and poli- 
tical eminence, Sir Harry was not considered in Cheshiro as 
having made more than i tole al 1 t at h an 1 if she pa-fsc 1 f r 
a " Cheshire cheese m London he pissed for but the r I 
in the county. In the o nty tl erefore there was a lord 
paramount of Freer H 11 i i in town a U!y ja m nt of 
Brook-street; and it was luder tlo tonn djna«ty that Mis 
Blanche Beaufin was invited up from Cheshire to pass a first 
winter in London^Miss Beaufin being the daughter of a descend- 
ant of a Norman retainer of the first Sir Harry, and the relative 
position of the families having been rigidly kept up to the esist- 

The address found in the red book was described in the follow- 
ing letter : 
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" Dear IjADV Fanny — If you have anything beside the ghost 
room vacant at Freer Hall, I will run down to jou. Should jou, 
by chance, be alone, ask up the curate for a week, to keep Sir 
Harry off my hands ; and, as you don't flirt, provide me with 
somebody more pretty than yourself, for our mutual security. 
As my autograph sells for eighteen pence, you will excuse the 
brevity of " Yours, truly, 

" EuNEsr Clay. 

" N.B.— Tell me, in your answer, if Blanche Beaufin is with- 
in a morning's ride." 

LdyF yw wmh tl t "atb tfl 
t fple— p tfdtCly{f hwmn 

th ) w th t I f fl bh w J 1 

bU Ld dhhdl h (J t wthh, 

by th wm h It t h h d tl pp d f h — 1 a 
tthlf, f ask 1 twt Ahddt 

1 ^h wh h 1^1 d h b t ly t Id h m y ly, 

ththw tbt 1 wtiih dth hthw^ 

th gwyht h lyfg b blityd 

thyb ywmlb '^pldf t hw f 

LI tyClyhdjl f y fdhp; 

dLdyF yfllf J tlthdk t fe n 

f 1 p rf tlj d t d h Th pi - 

t t th d It w lib 1 m t bl Ip , 

iftbdb !by feigltoSHjF 

1 th L 1 h ttl d i tl b di, d g t f the 

gl my Id t w f CI fc L !y P y d h p m w e 

Im t th b h lb p t J ill I t the 

b t 1 It th I tl 1 I tt 1 1 w, 
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slui put her long ivhip in, iit tlie coacb-winilow, to sliake ha.nis 
with Clay, and, in a few minutes, they were again off the pave- 
ments, and taking the road at her ladyship's usual speed. 

" Steady, Flash ! steady !" [she ran on, talliing to Clay, and 
iier ponies, in the same breath ;) " doleful ride down, isn't it ? — 
(keep up, Tom, you villain!) — very good of you to come, I'm 
sure, dear Ernest, and you'll stay— how long will you stay ? — 
(down. Flash) — oh, Miss Beaufin ! I've sometliing to say to you 
about Blanche Beaufin ! I didu't answer your nota bene — (go 
along, Tom ! that pouy wants blooding) — because, to tell you 
the truth, it's a delicate subject at Ereer Hall, aud I would rather 
talk than write about it. You see — (will you be done. Flash !) — 
the Beaufins, though veiy nice people, and Blanche quite a love 
■ — (go along, lazy Tom !) — the Beaufias I s y a e rat d rather 
crockery ia Cheshire. And I am asha ned to own really qu te 
ashamed, I have not been near them in a u nth S i ef n t 
it ? There's good action, Ernest ! Look t h n h p uy 
not a blemish in him ; and such a goer n n^le ue "W ell 
I'll go around by the Beaufins now." 

" Pray, consider, Lady Fanny !" in c pt 1 CI y 1 p 
ingly, " eighteen hours in a coaeh." 

" Not to go in ! oh, not to go in ! Blanche is very ill, and 
sees nobody ; and — (come, Tom ! come !)— I only heard of it 
this morning — (there's for your laziness, you stupid horse !) — 
We'll just call and ask how she is, though Sir Harry — " 

" Is she very ill, then r" asked Clay, with a concern which 
made Lady Fanny turn her eyes from her ponies' ears to look at 

" They say, very ! Of course, Sir Harry can't forbid a visit 
to the sick." 
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" Surely he dofis not forbid you to call on Blancbe Boaufia !" 

"Not ' foi'bid' precisely; tliat wouldn't do— {gently, sweet 
Flash ! now, Torn ! now, lazy ! trot fair through the hollow !)— 
but, I invited her to pass the winter with me, without consulting 
him, and he liked it well enough, (ill he got back among his 
stupid neighbors — (well done, Flash ! — plague take that bother- 
ing whipple-tree !) — and they, and their awkward daughters, 
whom I might have invited — (whoa ! Flash !) — if I Lad wanted 
a menagerie, set him to looking into her pedigree. There's the 
house ; the old house, with the vines over it, yonder ! So then, 
Sir Hany— tSucIi a sweet girl, too — set his fece against the 
acquaintance. Here we are !^(Whoa, boys! whoa!) Hold the 
reins a raomant, while I run in !" 

More to quell a vague and apprehensive feeling of remorse, 
than to while away idle time, Olay passed the reins back to the 
stripling in grey Hvery behind, and walked round Lady Fanny's 
ponies, expressing his admiration of them, and the turn-out al- 
together. 

" Yes, sir," said the lad, who seemed to have caught some of 
the cleverness of hia mistress, for be scarce looked fourteen, 
*' they're a touch above anything in Cheshire ! Look at the 
forehand of that nigh 'un, air !^arm and withers like a grey- 
hound, and yet, what a quarter for trotting, sir ! Quite the 
right thing, all over ! Carries hia flag that way quite nat'ral ; 
never waa nick'd, sir ! Did you take notice, begging your par- 
don, sir, how milady put through that hollow ? Wasn't it fine, 
sir ? T'other's a goodish nag, too, but nothing to Flash ; can't 
spread, somehow ; that's Sir Harry's picking up, and never was a 
match ; no blood in Tom, sir ! Look at his fetlock ; underbred, 
but a jimpy nag for a roadster, if a man wanted work out on 
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hi)(i. Soo how lie Mows, sir, ancl Flash as still as a stopped 
wheel !" 

Lady Fanny's reappearance at the door of the house, inier- 
iTjptcd her page's eulogy on the hays ; and, with a very altered 
espressioa of countenance, she resumed the reins, and drove 
slowly homeward. 

"She is very ill — very ill! but, she wishes to «ee you, an3 jon 
must go tJiere ; but not to-morrow She 13 piling a t^riais now, 
and, her physician says, will be ea=iPi, if not better, ifter to 
morrow. Poor girl! Dear Blanche' Ah, Clay' Int no — no 
matter; I shall talk about it with moie cjniptsuic, bj anJ bjo — 
poor Blanche !" 

Lady Fanny's tears rained upon her two hands, ai she let out 
her impatient horses, to be sooner dt Lomi, , and, in half an 
hour. Clay was alone in his luxurious quarters, nnier Sir Harry's 
I oof, with two hours to diniiti, ind more than thoughts enough, 
and vei J aad ones, to make Lira gla I of time ^nd solitude 

Freer Hall was lull of companj — &ir Harry's cnmpanj , and 
l'h\, with the quiPt asaurance of a London star, used to the 
dominant, took hia station by Lady Fanny, on int^^ring the draw- 
n"room,'md, when dinnei wis announeed, gave her his arm, 
without troubling himself to rimeniber that theie wii i baronet 
who had claim to the honor, and Df whom ho must simply make a 
mortal enemy. At table, the conversation ran mamly in Sir 
Harry's vein — hunting ; and Clay did not even tike a listener's 
part ; but, in a low tone, talked of London to Lady Fatrny — her 
ladyship (unaccountably to her husband and his friends, who 
were used to furnish her more merriment than revery) pensive, 
and out of spirits. With the announcement of coffee in the draw- 
mg-room, Clay disappeared with her, and their evening was Ut^ 
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a-tiie ; for Sir Harry and his friends were tliree-bottle men, and 
commonly bade good-niglit to ladies when the ladies left the 
table. If there had been a second thought in the convivial 
squirearchy, they would have troubled their heads less about a 
man who did not exhibit the first symptom of love for the wife — 
civility to the husband. Eut, this is a hand-to-mouth world, ia 
the way of Irnowledge ; and nothing is stored but experiences, 
lifetime by lifetime. 

Another day passed, and another, and mystery seemed tlio 
ruling spirit of the hour, for there were enigmas for all. Ke- 
gularly, morning and afternoon, the high-stepping ponies wore 
ordered round, and Lady Fanny {with Mr. Clay for company to 
the gate) visited the Baaufins, now against positive orders from 
the irate Sir Harry ; and daily, Clay's reserve with his beautiful 
hostess increased, and his dish-ess of mind with it ; for both he 
and she were alarmed with the one piece of unexplained intel- 
ligence between them — Miss Beaufin would see Mr, Clay when 
she would be dying! Not before— for worlds, not before — and, 
of the physician constantly in attendance, (Lady Fanny often 
present,) Clay knew that, the poor girl besought, with an eager- 
ness to the last degree touching and earnest, to know when hope 
could be given over. She was indulged, unquestioned, as a dying 
daughter ; and, whatever might be her secret. Lady Fanny pro- 
mised, that, at the turning hour, come what would of distressing and 
painful, she would herself come with Mr. Clay to her death-bed. 

Sir Harry and his friends were in the billiard-room, and Lady 
Fanny and Clay breakfasting together, when a note was brought 
in by one of the footmen, who waited for an answer. 

" Say that I will come," said Lady Fanny ; and — stay, George ! 
See that my ponies are harnessed immediately ; put the head of 
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the pIia«toii up, and let it stand in the coaoh-house. And, Tim- 
son !" she added, to the butlei', who stood at the side-tahlc, " if 
Sir Hai-ry inquires for me, say that I am gone to visit a sick 

Lady Fanny waHted to the window. It rained in torrents. 
There was no need of explanation to Clay ; lie understood the 
note, and its meaning. 

" The offices connect with the stahles, by a covered way," she 
said, " and we will get in there. Shall you he ready in a few 
minutes ?" 

" Quite, dear Lady Fanny ! I am ready now." 

" The rain is rather fortunate than otherwise," she added, in 
going out, " for Sir Harry will not see us go ; and he might 
throw ftc obstacle iu the way, and make it diiEoult to manage. 
Wrap well up, Ernest !" 

The butler looked jnc[uisi lively at Clay and his mistress ; but, 
both were pre-oooupied, and, in ten minutes, the rapid phaeton 
was on its way, the ponies pressing on the bit, as if the eagerness 
of the two hearts beating behind them, was communicated through 
the reins ; and Lady Fanny, contrary to her wont, driving in un- 
enoouraging silence. The three or four miles between Freer 
Hail and their destination, were sooa traversed ; and under tho 
small forte-cockire of the ancient mansion, the ponies stood 
panting and sheltered. 

" Kind Lady Fanny ! God bless you !" said a tall, dark man, 
of a very striking exterior, coming out to the phaeton, " And 
you, sir, are welcome !" 

They followed him into the littlo parlor, where Clay was pre- 
sented by Lady Fanny to the mother of Miss Beaufin — a singu- 
larly, yet sadly swoet woman, in voice, person, and address; 
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to the old, whito-haired vicar, and to the physician, who re- 
tui-ned his bow with a oold and vmj formal salute. 

" There is no time to be lost," said he, " and, at the request 
of Miss Beaufin, Lady Fanny and thia gentleman will please go 
to her chamber without us. I can trust your Ladyship to see 
that the remainder of life is not shortened nor harrassed hy need- 
less agitition " 

Clay's heart beat TiolenUy- At the extremity of the long and 
diraly-lighted piisage thrown open hy the father to Lady F^nny, 
he saw a white euitainel hed — tl e d ith bed he knew ot the gay 
and fj,ir flower of a Linden ssason the wonder and id 1 of diffi. 
cult fashion, and unalmumg rank Blanche B aifin hal ap 
pearcd, like a marvel, in the triUnnt cirtl s of Lalj Fanny's 
acquaintani,e — a distinguished unconscious dazzling eiil of 
whom her fair intioduotiess (either m mischief or good nature) 
would say nothing, but that she was her neighbor in Cheshire , 
though all that niture could lavish, on one human creature, seem- 
ed hers, with all that high birth could stamp on mien, counte- 
nance, and manners Clay paid her his tribute with the rest— 
the hundred who flattered and followed her — but, she was a proud 
girl, and, though he seized every opportunity of being near her, 
nothing in her manner betrayed to him that he was not counted 
among the hundred. A London season fleets fast, and, taken by 
surprise with Lady Fanny's early departure for the country, her 
farewells were written on the corners of cards ; and, with a secret 
deep buried in the heart, she was brought back to the retirement 
of home. 

Brief history of the breaking of a heart ! 

Lady h'anny started slightly on entering the chamber. The 
rfck giri sat propped in an arm-chair, dressed in snowy white ; 
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even her '.li ht f ot appearing beneatii tLe edge of ter dress, ia a 
•-'H par ot whjtc itm Her brown hair fell in profuse ringlets 
(.\ 1 hpr should is , but it was gathered behind into a knot, and 
horn it dependtd \ white veil, the diamonds which iasteaed it 
J e sing tfl the gliisj curve of her head, a slender stem of orange 
fljwcis Her feature? were of that slight mould which shows 
■-icl ness by little cso pt higher transparency of the blue veins, 
ind brighter redaes«i m the lips ; and, as she smiled with suffused 
cheek, anl held out her gloved hand to Clay, with a vain effort 
to articulate, he parsed his hands across his eyes, and looked in- 
quiringly at his friend. He had espected, though he had never 
realiied, that she would be altered. She looked almost as he had 
left her. He remembered her only as he had oftenest seen her — 
dressed for ball or party ; and, but for the solemnity of the pre- 
paration he had gone through, he might have thought his feelings 
had been played upon, oaty ; that Blanche Beaufin was well— still 
beautiful and well ; that he should again see her in the brilliant 
circles of London ; still love her as he secretly did, and receive 
what he now felt would be, uader any circumstances, a gift of 
heaven — the assuiance of a return. This, and a world of con- 
fused emotion, tumultuously, and in an instant, rushed through 
his heai't ; for there are moments in tvhioh we live lives of feel- 
ing and tbought--momEnts, glances, which supply years of secret 
or bitter memory. 

This is but a sketch— but an outline of a tale over true. Were 
there space — were there time, to follow out the traverse thread 
of its mere mournful incidents, we might wiite the reverse side 
of a leaf of life ever read partially and wrong — the life of the 
g!iy and unlamenting. Sickness and death had here broken 
down a wall of adamant, between two creatures every way formed 
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for each other. In health, and ordinary regularity of circum- 
stances, they would Lave loved as truly and deeply as those in 
humbler, or in more foitunate relative positions ; I)ut they, pro- 
bably, would never have been united. It is the system — lie 
necessary system, of the class to which Clay belonged, to turn 
adroitly and gayly off every shaft to the heart ; to take advantage 
of no opening to affection ; to smother all preference that would 
lead to an interchange of hallowed vows ; to profess insensibility 
equally polished and hardened, on the subject of pure love ; to 
forswear marriage, and make of it a mock and an impossibility. 
And whose handiwork is this unnatural order of society ? Was 
it established by the fortunate and joyous — by the wealthy and 
untrammelled, at liberty to range the world if they liked, and 
marry where they chose, but, preferring gaiety to happiness, 
and lawless liberty to virtuous love .' No, indeed ! not by these ! 
Show me one such man, and I will show you a rare perversion 
of common feeling — a man, who, under any circumstances, 
would have been cold and eceentrie. It is not to those able to 
marry where they will, that the class of London gay men owe 
their system of mocking opinions. But it is to the companions of 
fortunate men — gifted, like them, in all but fortune, and holding 
their caste by the tenure of forsworn ties — abiding in the para- 
dise of aristocracy, with pure love for the forbidden fruit ! Are 
such men insensible to love f Has this forbidden joy — this one 
thing hallowed in a bad world — has it no temptation for the gay 
man ? Is his better nature quite dead within him ? Is he never 
ill and sad, where gaiety cannot reach him ? Does he envy the 
rich young lord (his friend) everything but his blushing and pure 
brido ? Is he poet or wit, or the mirror of taste and elegance, 
yet incapable of discerning the qualities of a true love — the ccJes- 
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tia! leSnenieut of i nniJ n p i n lawful and t ail s, devoted 
leetuse op tie s jnd endui up: ! tius nnl up Inlf of prayer 
and jjiatitude O liei Maker Does he not :,noTV di tinotbns of 
feeling, si he kno\s3 charaetpr m a plij Dots lie not disorirai- 
nate between puiify and ^mlt in love, as ho does m hia nice judg- 
ment of honor and taste ? I& he gijlj deid to the deepest and 
most ekvated ciavings of nature — loi e, passionate, aingle-heart- 
ted, and h dI? Trust me, tliere is i bitlt,nics3 wh jse depths we 
can only fatli>ni bj refinempnt' To mjve imong freitures em- 
bellished and eUvited to the last ptint of human attainment, 
lovely and unsullipd, and know yourself, (as to all but gaang on, 
and appreciating them ) a paiiah and an Oittctst — to breathe 
their air, and be the companion and apparint e juil of those for 
whose bliss they were cieated, and to whom they aie offered for 
choice, with tht profusun of floweis in a g<iiden, (the chooser 
and posses'^or of the bn^hte't, your infeiior in all eke,) — to live 
thus, to sufli-i thus, and still smile and caD it ohoiee and jour 
own way of happness — this iS motl ery inJe(,d' II who now 
stood m the leathroon of Blanch T^aufm, Ini f It t in its bit- 
terest intensity ' 

" Mr. Clay ! — Ernest 1" said the now pale creature, breaiing 
the silence, with a strong effort, for lie had dropped on his knee 
at her side, in ungovernable emotion, and, as yet, had but articu- 
lated her name — " Emest ! I have but little time for anything — 
least of all, for disguise or ceremony. I am assured that I am 
djing. I am convinced," she added, firmly, taking up the watch 
that lay beside her, " that I have been told the truth, and that, 
when this hour-hand comes round again, I shall be dead. I will 
conceal nothing. They have given mc cordials that will support 
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Die one hour, and, for that hour — and for eternity — I wist — if I 
may be so blest— if God will parnut— to be your wife !" 

Lady Fanny Freer i-ose, and came to her witb rapid steps ; 
and Clay sprang to hia feet, and in a passion of tears exclaimed, 
" Oh, God ! can tiiis be true !" 

" Answer me, ijuickly !" sbe continued, in a Toice raised, but 
hreaiing through sobs — " an hour is short ; oh, how short, when 
it is the last ! I cannot stay witli you long, wei-e you a thousand 
times mine- Tell me, Ernest !— shall it be ? — shall 1 be wedded 
ere I die ?— wedded now ?" 

A passionate gesture to Lady Fanny, was all the answer Clay 
could make ; and, in another moment, the aged vicar was in the 
chamber, with her parents and the physician — to all of whom a 
fww 1 xjlanda my y tih' h h I'll attire had already 
half un avel! 1 

Blanche poke j kl\ &1 all h [ o eed Ernest ?" 

Her p jer book was open on her knee and Clay gave it to 
the VI 1 wh w th a ( k sense f yn j athy, and with but a 
glance t the we p n an! sd nt pa ent ead without delay, the 
hall wed cere n al 

Clay H count nance el vat d an 1 leare 1 as he proceeded, and 
BUnch V th he 1 r^ sufiKed eye fised on hia, listened with a 
s n le s ren but esp e ve of unspeakable rapture. Her beauty 
had never been so radiant, so angelic. In heaven, on her bridal 
night, beatified spirit as she was, she could not have been more 
beautiful ! 

One instant of embarrassment occurred, unobserved by the 
dying bride, but, with the thoughtfalness of womanly generosity, 
Lady Fanny had foreseen it, and, drawing off her own wedding- 
ring, she passed it into Ernest's hand ere the interruption became 
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apparent. Alas! the omaciafcd hand ungloved to lecoiTe it! 
The wasted finger jointed, mdwd, to heiven ! Till then, Clay 
had felt almost in a d e<4m Bnt here was suffering — sickness — 
death! This told what th hectn, bii^htn &s, and the faultleaa 
features, would fain deny— wt it the titir^nt and still unwither- 
ing flowers upon her teinpka WJuH ^eera to mock ! But the heo- 
tio was already fadinc;, and the flowrs uthvcd the light in the 
dark eyes they shaded ' 

The vicar joined then hmls with the solemn adjuration, 
" Those whom God hath j impJ togpther let no man put asun- 
der ;" and Clay rose from his kneea and pressing his first kiss 
Upon her lips, strained her passionately to his heart. 

"Mine in heaven '" she cned, giving way at last to hor tears, 
as she closed her slight arms over his neck ; " mine in heaven ! 
Is it not so, mother I father ! is he not mine now ? There is no 
giving iu marriage In heaven, but the ties, baUowed here, are not 
forgotten there ! Tell me they are not ! Speak to me, my hus- 
band I Press me to your heart, Ernest! Your wife — oh, I 
thank God!" 

The physician sprang forward and laid his hand upon her pulse, 
She fell back upon her pillows, and, with a smile upon her lips, 
and the tears still wet upon her long and drooping lashes, lay 

Lady Fanny took the mother by the arm, and, with a gesture 
to the father and the physician to follow, they retired and left the 
bridegroom alone. 

Life is full of sudden transitions ; and the nest event iu that of 
Ernest Clay, was a duel with Sir Harry Freer — if the Morning 
Post was to he believed — " occasioned by the indiscretion of Lady 
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Fanny, who, in a giddy moment, it appears, had given to her ad 
mirer, Sir Harry's opponent, her wedding-ring !" 



CHAPT]<;R IX. 

Late one night m June two gentlemen arrived at the Villa 
Hotel of the Baths of Liteoa. They stopped the low britzka in 
which they travelled, and, leaving a sei-vant to malie arrangements 
for their lolling Imked arms and strolled up the road toward the 
hanks ot tho Lima The moon was chei^iiered at the moment 
with the poised leaf f a tree-top, and, as it passed from her faoe, 
ihe arose and tood alone in the steel h!uo of the unclouded hea- 
vens — 1 lum nous and tremulous plate of gold. And you know 
how he lutiful mu^t have been the niglit, a June night in Italy, 
With a mnnn at the full ! 

A lady, with a seivant following her at a little distance, passed 
the travellers on the bridge of the Lima. She dropped her Teil 
and went hy in silence. But the Freyherr felt the arm of his 
friend tremble within his own. 

" Do you know her, then ?" asked Von Leisten. 

" By tho thrill in my veins we have met before," said Clay ; 
"hut whether thisinvoluntary sensation was pleasurable or painful, 
I have not yet decided. There are none I care to meet — none 
who can be here." He added the last few words after a mo- 
ment's pause, and sadly. 

They walked on in silence to the base of the mountain, busy, 
each, with such coloring as tho moonlight throw on their thoughts, 
but neither of them was happy. 

Clay was humane, and a lover of nature — a poet, that is to say 
— and, in a world so beautiful, could never be a prey to disgust ; 
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but he was satiated witb the eoramon emotions of life. Ilis heart, 
for e\er ovei-flowms, bid filled many a cup with Iotg, but with 
stiange ttnaGity lie turned bick for ever to the first. He was 
weary of the bei^innings of iove — weary of its probations and 
changes He had paf^ed the period of life when inconstancy was 
tempting. He longed now for an affection that would continue 
into another woiM— holy and pure enough to pass a gate guarded 
by angels. And his first love — recklessly as he had thrown it 
away — was now the thirst of his existence. 

It was two o'clock at night. The moon lay broad upon the 
southern balconies of the hotel, and every casement was open to 
its luminous and fragrant stillness. Clay and the Frcyhorr Von 
Leisten, each ia his apartment, were awake, unwilling to lose tho 
luxury of the night Ind thp e wa. ne oth unler that o f 
waking, witli her eyes hxed u tl e n on 

As Clay leaned hio heal on bib banl anl looked oitwi d t) 
the sky, his heart be^an f be troui led Th re was a po ut n 
the path of the raoon raji where 1 s p it timel ba k Th re 
was an influence, abroa 1 n the d ssol ug n oonb^ht arou d h n 
which resiatlessly awak ed the j ast — tl e sealed b t nf r^ott n 
past. He could n t gl t the e not on H knew t 
whether it was foar or hope — p'iin or plea e He call d 
through the open w ndow to Von Leisten 

The Freyherr, like himself, and like all who have outlived the 
effervescence of life, was enamored of the night. A moment of 
uniatliomable moonlight was dearer to him than hours disenchant- 
ed with the sun. He, too, bad been looking outward and upward 
— but witli no trouble at his heart. 

" The night is inconceivably sweet," he said, as he entered, 
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" and your voice called in my tliouglit and sense from the intoxi- 
cation of it revel. What would you, my friend '" 

" I am restkss, Von Lcisten ! There is some one near us 
whose glances cross mine on tlie moonlight, and asritJ-tG and per- 
plex me. Yet there was but one, on earth, deep enough iu the 
life-blood of my being to move me thus — even were she here I 
And she is not here!" 

Hia voice trembled and softened, and the last word was scarce 
audible on his closing lips, for the Freyherr had passed his hands 
over him while he spoke, and he had fallen into the trance of the 
Bpirit-world. 

Clay and Von Leisten had retired from the active passions i>f 
life together, and had met and mingled at that moment of void and 
thirst when eaeh supplied the want of the other. The Freyherr 
was a German noble, of a character passionately poetic, and of 
singular acquirement in the mystic fields of knowledge. Too 
wealthy to need labor, and too proud to submit his thoughts or Lis 
attainments to tie ertlicism or judgment of the world, he lavished 
on his own life, and on those linked to him in friendship, the 
strange powers he had aoijiiired, and the prodigal overthrow of 
his daily thought and feeling. Olay was his superior, perhaps, in 
genius, and necessity had diiven him to develop the type of bis 
inner soul, and leave its impress un the time. But he was infe- 
rior to Von Leiaten in the power of will, and he lay in his control 
like a child in its mother's. Four years they had passed together, 
mucli of it in the secluded castle of Von Leisten, busied with the oc- 
cult studies to which the Freyherr was secretly devoted ; but they 
were now travelling down to Italy to meet the luxurious summer, 
and dividing their lives between the enjoyment of nature and the 
idea) world they had unlocked. Von Leisten had lost, by death, 
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the Iniman altar on which his heart could alone burn tte incense of 
love ; and Clay had flung aside in an hour of intusieating paasion 
the one pnie affection in which his happiness was sealed — and 
both were desolate. But in the world uf the past, Von Leisten, 
though more irrevocably lonely, was more tranquilly blest. 

The Freyherr released the entranced spirit of his friend, and 
bade him follow back the rays of tbe moon to the source of hia 
agitation. 

A smile crept slowly over tie speaker's lips. 

In an apartment flooded with the silver lustre of the night, re- 
clined, in an invalid's chair, propped with pillowa, a woman of 
singular, though most fragile beauty. Bonks and music lay 
strewn amund, and a lamp, subdued to the tone of the moonlight 
by an orb of alabaster, burned beside her She lay bathing her 
blue eyea in the round chalice of the moon. A profusion of 
briiwn linglets fell over the white dress that enveloped her, and 
her oval cheek lay supported on the palm of her hand, and her 
bright red lips were parted. The pure, yet passionate spell of 
that soft night possessed her. 

Over her leaned the disembodied spirit of him who had once 
loved her — ^praying to God that his soul might be so purified as 
to mingle unstartlingly, un repulsively, in hallowed harmony with 
hers. And presently he felt the coming of angels toward him, 
breathing into fbe deepest abysses of hia existence a tearful and 
purifying sadness. And, with a trembling aspiration of grateful 
humOity to his Maker, he stooped to her forehead, and, with his 
impalpable lips, impressed upon its snowy tablet a kiss. 

It seemed to Eve Gore a thought of the past that brought the 
blood suddenly to her cheek. She started from her reclining 
position, and, removing the obscuring shade from her lamp, arose 
13" 
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and crossed hei- lands upon her wi-i.sts, and paced thoughtfully to 
and fro. Her lips murmurod inarticulately. But tJie thought, 
painfully tbougb it came, changed nnaecoantably to melaaoholy 
sweetness ; and, subduing her lamp again, she resumed her stead- 
fast gaao upon the moon. 

Ernest knelt beside her, and, with his invisible brow bowed upon 
her hand, poured fortli, in the votceljss language of the soul, his 
memories of the past, his hope, his repentance, his pure and pas- 
sionate adoration at the present hour. 

And thinking she had been in a sweet dveani, yet wondering at 
its truthfulness and power, Eve wept, silently and long. As the 
morning touched the east, slumber weighed upon her moistened 
eyelids, and, kneeling by her bedside, she mnrviiured her gratitude 
to God for a heart relieved of a burden long borne, and so went 
peacefully to her sleep. ****** 

It was in the following year, and in the beginning of May. 
The gay world of England was concentrated In London, and at 
the entertainments of noble boissas there were many beautiful wo- 
men and many marked men. The Fieyherr Von Leisten, after 
years of absence, had appeared again. Lis mysterious and unde- 
niable superiority of mien and influence again yielded to, as be- 
fore, and again bringing to his feet the homage and deference of 
the crowd he moved among. To his inscrutable power the game 
of society was easy, and he walked where he would, through its 
barriers of form. 

He stood one nigbt looking on at a dance. A lady of a noble 
air was near him, and both were watching the movements of tJie 
loveliest woman present, a creature in radiant health, apparently 
about twenty-three, and of matchless fascination of person and 
manner. Von Leisten turned to the lady near' biin to inquire her 
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name, but Lis attention was arrested by the resemblance between 
her and the object of his admiring curiosity, and he was silent. 

The lady had bowed before he withdrew his gaze, however. 

" I think we have met before !" she said ; but at the nest in- 
stant a slight flush of displcasuro cainc to her cheek, and she 
seemed regretting that she had spoken, 

" Pardon me !" said Von Leisten, " hut — if the question he not 
rude — do yon remember where ?" 

She hesitated a moment. 

"I have recalled it since 1 have spoken," sho continued ; " but 
as tho remembrance of the person who accompanied you always 
^ves mo pain, i would willingly ha?e unsaid it. One evening of 
laat year, crossing the bridge of the Lima, you were waiting with 
Mr. Clay. Pardon me — hut, thongh I left Lucca with my 
daughter on the following morning, and saw you no more, the as- 
aociation, or your appearance, had imprinted the circumstance on 
my mind." 

'' And is that Eve Gore !" said Von Leisten, musingly, gazing 
on the beautiful creature now gliding with light stop to her 
mother's side. 

Bnt the Freyherr's heart was gone to his friend. 

As the hurst of the waltz broke in upon the closing of the 
quadrille, he offered his hand to tho fair girl, and, as they moved 
round to the entrancing music, he murmured in her ear, " He 
who eame to you in the moonlight of Italy will be with you agam, 
if you are alone, at the rising of to-night's late moon. Believe 
the voice that then speaks to you ["***• 

It was with irapkcable determination that Mrs. Gore refused, 
to the entrsatios of Von Leisten, a renewal of Clay's acquaintance 
with her daughter. Rosentracnt for the apparent recklessness 
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with wbict he had once aacriftced her maiden love for an unlaw- 
ful passion — scornful unbelief of any change in his character — dis- 
trust of the future tendency of the powers of his genius — all 
mingled together, in a hostility proof against persuasioa. She had 
expressed this with all the positiveueas of language, when her 
daughter suddenly entered the room. It was the morning after 
the baU, and she had risen late. But, though subdued and pen- 
sive in her air, Von Ijeisten saw at a glance that she was happy. 

" Can you bring him to me ?" said Eve, letting her hand re- 
main in Von Leiaten's, and bending her deep blue eyes inquiring- 
ly on his. 

And, with no iirgument but tears and caresses, and an unex- 
plained assurance of her conviction of tho repentant purity and 
love of him to whom her heart was onco given, tho confiding and 
strong-hearted girl bent, at last, the stem will that forbade her 
happiness. Her mother unclasped the slight arms from her neck, 
and gave her hand in silent consent to Von Leisten. 

The Freyherr stood a moment with his eyes fiscd on the ground. 
The color fied from his cheeis, and his brow moistened. 

" I have called him," he said — " he will be here !" 

" An hour elapsed, and Clay entered tho house. He had risen 
from a bed of sickness, and came, pale and in terror — for the 
spirit-summons was powerful. But Von Leisten welcomed him at 
the door with a smile, and withdrew the mother from the room, 
and left Ernest alone with his future bride — the first union, save 
in spirit, after years of separation. 
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EAUTY AND THE BEAST;' 



HANDSOME MRS. TITTON AXD HER PLAIN HUSBAND. 



I HAVE always been very fond of the society of p rtrait- 
paintera. WLctli r it is Ihat t!ia pursuit if a beautiful tncl 
liberal art softens thpir natmil qualifies, or thit from thp habit 
of conversing while engiossod with the pencil they lite best that 
foueh-and-go talk which tikes oaie of itielf, or, more probably 
atill, whether the freedom with which they are admitted bobind 
the curtains of vanity and affei tion giies a certain freshn^'ss and 
truth to their views of things aroun 1 them — certain it is, that, m 
all countiies, their rooms are the most agreeable of haunts, and 
they themselves the most enjoyable of cronies. 

I had chanced, in Italy, to make the acijuainUace of S — — , 
an English artist of ooasiderable cleverness in his profession, 
but more remarkable for his frauk good breeding, and his abund- 
ant good nature. Four years after, I had the pleasure of renew- 
ing my intercourse with him in London, where he was flourishing, 
quite up to hia deserving, as a portrait-painter. His rooms were 
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Iiard-by one of the principal thoroughfares, aoc!, from maiing an 
occasional visit, I grew to frequenting them daily, often joining 
bim at his early breakfast, and often taking him out with me to 
drive whenever we chanced to tire of our twilight stroll. While 
rambling in Hyde Park, one evening, I mentioned, for the twen- 
tieth time, a singularly ill-aaaorted couple I Lad once or twice met 
at bis room — a womao of superb be.iuty, attended by a very in- 
ferior-looking and ill-dressed man. S bad, previously, with 

a smile at my speculations, dismissed the subject rather crisply ; 
but, on this occasion, I went into some surmises as to the pro- 
bable results of sucb " pauing and matching," and he either felt 
called upon to defend the lady, or made my misapprehension of 
her character an excuse for telling me what he knew about her. 
He began the story in the Park, and ended it over a bottle of 
wine in the Haymarket— of course, with many interruptions and 
digressions. Let me see if I can tie bis broken threads 
together. 

" That lady is Mrs. Fortescue Titton, and the gentleman you 
so much disparage, is, if you please, the incumbranco to ten 
thousand a year — the money as much at her service as the hus- 
band by whom she gets it. Whether be could have won her, bad 
he been 

" Bereft and gelded of his patrimony," 

I will not assert, especially to one who looks on them as ' Beauty 
and the Beast ;' but, that she loves Mm, or, at least, prefers to 
him no handsomer man, I may say I have been brought to be- 
lieve, in the way of my profession." 

" You have painted her, then ?" I asked rather eagerly, think- 
ing I might get a sketch of her face to take with me to another 
country. 
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" No, but T liave painted him — aDd for her — -and it is not a, 
case of Titania and Bottom, either. She is quite aware he is a 
inonstar ; and wanted his picture for a reason you would never 
divine. But I must begia at the beginning. 

" After you left me in Italy, I was employed, by the Earl of 

, to copy one or two of his favorite pictures in the Vatican, 

and that brought me rather well acquainted with his son. Lord 
George was a gay youth, and a very ' look-and-die' style of fel- 
low ; and, as much from admiration of his beauty as anything 
else, I ^ked him to sit to me, on our return to London, I 
painted him very fantastically in an Albanian cap and Oriental 
morning-gown and slippers, smoking a narghile — the room in 
which ho sat, by the way, being a correct portrait of his own 
den — a peifeet museum of costly lusury. It was a pretty gor- 
geou'i turn out, in the way of color, and was severely criticised, 
but still a go"d deal noticed — for I sent it to the eshibition, 

" I was one day going into Somerset House, when Lord George 
hailed me, finm his eab. He wished to suggest some alteration 
in his picture, or, to tell me of some criticism upon it — I forget 
exactly what ; but we went up together. Directly before the 
portrait, gazing at it with marked abstraction, stood a beautiful 
woman, quite alone ; and, as she occupied the only point where 
the light was favorable, we waited a moment, till she should paaa 
on — Lord George, of course, rather disposed to shrink from be- 
ing recognized as the original. The woman's interest in the pic- 
ture seemed rather to increase, however j and, what with vari- 
ations of the posture of her head, and pulling at her glove-fingers, 
and other female indieatioos of restlessness and enthusiasm, I 
thought I was doing her no injustice by turning to my companion 
with a congratulatory smile. 
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"'It seems a case, by Jove!' said Lord George, trying to 
look as if it were a matter of Yery simple occurrence ; ' and she's 
as fine a creature as I've seen this season ! Eh, old boy ? We 
must nm her down, and see where she burrows — and there's no- 
body with her, by good luck!' 

" A party entered just then, and passed between her and the 
picture. She looked annoyed, I thought, but started forward, and 
borrowed a catalogue of a little gii-1 ; and, we could see that she 
turned to the laat page, on which the portrait was numbered, 
with, of course, the name and address of the painter. She made 
a memorandum on one of her cards, and left the bouse. Lord 
George followed, and I, too, as far as the door, where I saw her 
get into a very stylishly-appointed carriage and drive away, fol- 
lowed closely by the cab of my fiiend, whom I had declined to 
accompany. 

" You wouldn't have given very heavy odds against his chance, 
would you ?" said S ■ ■ ■■, after a moment's pause. 

" No, indeed !" I answered, quite sincerely. 

" Well, I was at work, the nest morning, glaring a picture I 
had just finished, when the servant brought up tho card of Mrs. 
Fortescue Titfon. I chanced to be alone, so the lady was shown 
at once into my painting room ; and lo ! the incognita of Somer- 
set House. The plot thickens, thought I ! She sat down in my 
' subject' chair ; and, faith ! her beauty quite daazled me ! Her 
first smile — but, you have seen her ; so I'll not bore you with 



" Mrs. Titton blushed on opening her errand to me — first, in- 
quiring if I was the painter of ' No. 403,' in the exhibition, and 
saying some very civil things about the picture. I mentioned 
that it was a portrait of Lord George , (for his name was 
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not in tlie catalogue,) and I thoutrlit elie tlusliod still more con- 
fusedly ; but, that, I think now, was fanuj, or, at any rate, had 
notliing to do with feeling for hia lordship. It was natural 
enough for me to be mistaken ; for she was very particular in her 
inquiries as to the costume, furniture, and little belongings of the 
picture, and asked me, among other things, whether it was a flat- 
tered likeness ? — this last question very pointedly, too ! 

" She arose to go. Was I at leisure — and could I sketch a 
head for her — and when ,' 

"I appointed the nest day, expecting, of course, that the sub- 
ject was the lady herself, and scdrcely slept with thinking of it, 
and starved myself at breakfest to have a clear eye, and a hand 
wide awake. And, at ten she came, with her Mr. Fortescue 
Titton ! I was son-y to see that she had a husband ; for I had 
indulged myself With a vague presentiment that she was a widow ; 
but I begged him to take a ehair, and prepared the platform for 
my beautiful subject. 

" ' Will you take your seat ." I asked, with all my suavity, 
wlicn my palette was ready. 

" ' My dear,' said she, turning to her husband, and pointing to 
the chair, ' Mr. S^ — is ready for you.' 

" 1 begged pardon for a moment, crossed over to Verey's, and 
bolted a beefsteak ! A cup of coffee, and a glass of Cura^oa, 
and a little walk round Hanover square, and I recovered from the 
shock a little. It went very hard, I give you my word. 

" I returned, and took a look, for the first time, at Mr. Titton. 
Tou have seen bim, and have some idea of what his portrait 
might be, considered as a pleasure to the artist-— what it might 
promise, I should rather say ; for, after aD, I ultimately enjoyed 
working at it, quite aside from the presence of Mrs. Titton. It 
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was the ugliest face in the world, bnt full of good-nature ; and, 
as I looked closer int* it, I saw, among its coarse featiires, lines 
of almost feminine delicacy, and capabilities of enthusiasm, of 
which the man himself was probably unconscious. Then a cer- 
tain helpless style of dress was a wet blanket to him. Eich 
from his cradle, I suppose his qualities had never been needed 
oa the sui-face. His wife knew them. 

" From time to time, as I worked, Mrs. Titton came and 
looked over my shoulder. "With a natural desire to please her, I, 
here and there, softened a harsh line, and was going on to flatter 
the likeness — not as successfully as 1 could wish, however ; for it is 
much easier to get a faithful likeness, than to flatter without de- 
stroying it. 

" ' Mr. 8 ,' said she, laying her ha.nd on my arm, as I thin- 
ned away the lumpy rim of his nostril, ' I want, first, a literal 
copy of mj husband's features. Suppose, with this idea, you 
take a fresh canvas .'' 

" Thoroughly mystified by the whole business, I did as she 
requested ; and, in two sittings, made a likeness of Titton, which 
would have given you a face-ache. He shrugged his shoulders at 
it, and seemed very glad when the bore of sitting was over ; but, 
they seemed to understand each other very well, or, if not, he 
reserved his questions till there could be no restraint upon the 
answer. He seemed a capital fellow, and I liled him exceed- 
ingly- 

" I asked if I should frame the picture, and send it home ? 
No ! I was to do neither. If I would be kind enough not to 
show it, nor to mention it, to any one, and come nest day and 
dine with them, en famille, Mrs. Titton would feel very much 
obliged to me. And this dinner was followed up by breakfasla 
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ant] luiichoa and suppni-s ; anri, for a fortniglit, I really lived 
with the TittoDS — and, plousantcr peopli! to live with, by Jove, 
you haven't seen in joar travels, though you are ' a picked man 
of countries !' 

" I shonld mention, by-tbe-way, that I was always placed op- 
posite Tittoa at table, and tbat be was o good deal with me, one 
way and another, taking me out, as you do, for a stroll, caliiug 
and sitting with me when I was at work, eto. And, as to Mrs. 
Titton — if I did not misti-ust your arriere psnsei, I wouJd en- 
large a little on my intimacy with Mrs. Titton ! But, believe 
me when I tell you, that, without a ray of flirtation, we beoauio 
as cosily intimate as brother and sister." 

" And what of Lord Q-eorge, all this time ?" I asked. 

"Oh, Lord Greorge ! — W^eli, Lord George, of cotirse, had no 
difficulty in making ilrs. Titton's acquaintance, though they were 
not quite in the same circle ; and he had been presented to her, 
and had seen her at a party or two, where he managed to be in- 
vited on purpose ; but of this, for a while, I heard nothing. She 
had not yet seen him at her own house, and I bad not chanced 
tfl encounter him. But, let me go on with my story. 

" Mrs. Titton sent for me to ooine to her, one morning rather 
early. I found her in her bondoir, in a negUgi morniag-dress, 
and looking adorably beautiful, and aa pure as beautiful, you smil- 
ing villain ! She seemed to have something on her mind, about 
which she was a little embarrassed ; but, I knew her too well, to 
lay any unction to mj soul. We chatted about the weather a 
few moments, and she came to the point. You will see that she 

" 'Have you looked at my husband's portrait since youfinished 
it ?" she asked. 
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' No, mdced !' I replied, rather hastily— but immediately 



" ' Oh, if I had n t b n t n y u w 1 J n t b d w th 
a smile, ' I should h qutltflwihdy tfr- 

get it, as far as poss b! Ad w 1 t ai t II y wh t I w at 
of you ! You hav g t n n a 1 k n t P t as 

the world sees him S f king t h w y u ha n 

him more intimately and — an 1 — like his fa bette — d y u 
notf 

" ' Certainly ! ce fa nly IxlmdnaUn ty 

" ' Thank you ! If I mist k tlnyud ntwhn 
thinking of him, call upty Ithfat njupr- 

trMt, but a face form Itb fhfjd^lt h'e 

learned to trace them h j 

" ' True,' I said, y t 

" ' Now, then,' sh t nu 1 I n to m y r- 

nestly, ' I want you tpntnwpt anlwthtlpt- 
ing from the real bkn -whhj wUh t dy n — 

breathe into it the sp ssnyubae nyurd llkn s. 
Add — to what the w Id — what I see what y wh t 11 

who love him sec, in his plain features. Idealize it — spiritualize 
it, and, without lessening the resemhlanoe. Can this be done ?' 

" I thought it could. I promised to do my utmost. 

" ' I shall call and see you as you progress in it,' she said, 
' and now, if you have nothing better to do, stay to lunch, and 
come out with me in the carriage. I want a little of your for- 
eign taste in the selection of some pretty nothings for a gentle- 

" We passed the morning in making what I should consider 
very extravagant purchases for anybody but a prinoe-royal, wind- 
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ic^ up with some delicious cabinet pictures, and some gems of 
statuary — all suited only, I should say, to the apartments of a 
fastidious lusuriast, I was not yet at the bottom of her secret. 

" I went to work upon the new picture, with he z a ways 
given to an artist by an appreciative and coafid ng n p 
She called every day, and made important sugL, n da 
last, I finished it to her satisfaction and mine an 1 wit u 
speaking of it as a work of art, I may give you my o o n ha 
Titton will scarcely be more embellished io the oh w Id — 
that is, if it be true, as the divines tcli us, that o mo a ike 
ness will be so far preserved, though improved upon, that we 
shall be recognizable by our friends. Still, I was to paint a third 
picture— a cabinet full length ; and, for this, the other two were 
but studies, and so intended by Mrs. Forteaoue Titton. It was 
to be an improvement upon Lord George's portrait, (which, of 
course, had given her the idea,) and was to represent her hus- 
band in a very costly, and an csceedingly nchercki morning 
costumc^di'cssing-gown, slippers, waistcoat, and neckcloth worn 
with perfect elegance, and representing a Titton with a faultless 
attitude, (in KfautevM, reading,) a faultless exterior, and around 
him the most sumptuous appliances of dressuig-room luxury. 
This picture cost me a great deal of vexation and labor ; for it 
was, emphatically, a,faMcy picture — poor Titton never having ap- 
peared in that character, even ' by particular desire' I finished 
it, however, and again to her satisfaction. I afterward added 
gome finishing touches to the other two, and sent them home, ap- 
propriately framed, according to very minute instructions." 

" How long ago was this .'" I asked. 

" Three years," replied S— -, musing over his wine. 

" Well — the sequel r" said I, a little impatient. 
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" I was thinking how I should let it break upon you, as it took 
effert upon he ac j^iiamtancfs , for, und istanl, Mrs Titton is 
too much of 1 diplomatist to do anything obviously diamatio in 
this age of iidiculp bhe knows very well that any sudden 
' flare up of hei liubband a consequence — any new li^l t on his 
chaiaoter obyiou&ly calling foi attenf a — would awaken specu- 
lation and set to woik the watchful anatoniizei of thp lodj 
fa hionable Let me aee I will tell jmi what I should have 
known about it had I been only an or 1 naiy aciuaintancp — not 
in the Beoiet J.n 1 not the 1 1 intei of the j ict ire'< 

'Some =is months after tie fini'ili u^ of the list joittait I 
was ai a kig ball at then house Mri litton's beiuty, I 
should have toll juu ^nd thp '*tjl in whi(,h thty Ined and very 
poaiiblj a Iittl of Loi 1 G o e s giid will had olevitsd them, 
from the weilthj and leipecfable level of society to the fi&hion- 
ahle and exclusive Al! the btst people wei t there \^ I was 
ffiing in, I overtook, at the head of the stairs, a very clever little 
widow, an acquaintance of mine, and she honored me by taking 
my arm, and keeping it for a promenade through the rooms. We 
made our bow to Mrs. Titton, and strolled across the reception- 
room, where the most conspicuous object, dead facing us, with a 
flood of light upon it, was my first veracious portrait of Titton ! 
As I was not known as the artist, I indulged myself in some 
commonplace exclamations of horror. 

*' ' Do not look at that,' said the widow, ' you will distress poor 
Mrs. Titton. IVhat a quia that clever husband of hers must be, 
to insist on exposing such a caricature !' 

" ' How insist upon it ?' I asked. 

" ' Why, have you never seen the one in her boudoii' ? Coma 
with me?' 
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" ^\'e made our way through tho apartments, to the little re- 
treat lined with silli, which was the morBing Jounge of the fair 
mistress of the house. There was but one picture, with a cur- 
tain drawn carefully across it — my second portrait ! We sat 
down on the luxurious cushions, and the widow went oif into a 
discussion of it and the original, pronounoing it a perfect lite- 
ness, not at all flattered, and very soon begging me to re-draw 
the curtain, lest we should be surprised bj Mr. Tittou himself. 

" ' And suppose wo were ?' said I. 

'"Why, he is such an oddity!' replied the widow, lowering 
her tone. ' They say, that in this very house, he has a suite of 
apartments entirely to himself, furnished with a taste and luxury 
really wonderful ! There are two Mr. Tittons, my dear friend ! — 
one 1 perfeit Sybarite, very elegant in his dress, when he chooses 
ti be, excessively accomplished and fastidious, and brilliant and 
t iscmatmg to a degree ! (and, in this character, ttej say he won 
that supeih creature for a wife ;) and the other Mr. Titton is 
just the slovenly monster that everybody sees ! Isn't it odd ?' 

" ' Queer enough !' said I, affecting great astonishment ; ' pray, 
have you ever been into these mysterious apartments?' 

" ' No ! They say only his wife and himself, and one confi- 
dential servant, ever pass the threshold. Mrs. Titton don't like 
to talk about it, though one would think she could scarcely object 
to her husband's being thought better of. It's pi'ide on his part 
— sheer pride, and I can understand the feeling very well ! He's 
a very superior man, and he has made op his mind that the world 
tliinks him very awkward and ugly ; and he takes a pleasure in 
showing the world that he don't care a rush for its opinion, and 
has resources quite sufficient within himself That's the reason 
that atrocious portrait is liung up in the best room, and this 
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good-lookiDg one covered up with a curtain ! I suppose this 
wouldn't be here, if he eould have his own way, and if his wife 
weren't so much in love with him !' 

" This, I assure you," said S— — ■, " is the impressiou through- 
out their circle of acquaint aneea. The Tittona, themselves, main- 
tain a complete silence on the subject Mv Fortescue Titton is 
considered a very accomplished man with a very proud a d v ry 
secret contempt for the opinions of the wo Id — d es ng badly on 
purpose, silent and simple by d tm and on!y car ng to show 
himself in his real character to his beautiful wife who is tho ght 
to be completely in love with h n ind ]u te es liable for t ! 
What do you think of the woman d plomat c tdlenta 

" I tliink I should like to kn w he s II i twHt ajs 
Lord George to all this t" 

" I had a call from Lord G-eorge, not long ago," replied S , 

" and, for the first time since our chat at Somerset House, the 
conversation turned upon the Tittons. 

" ' Devilish sly of you !' said his Lordship, turning to me half 
angry, ' why did you pretend not to know the woman at Somer- 
set House f You might have saved mo lots of trouble and 
money, for I was a mouth or two finding out what sort of people 
they were — feeing the servants and getting them called on and 
invited here and there — all with the idea that it was a rich 
donkey with a fine toy that didn't belong to him !" 

" ' Well !' exclaimed I — 

" ' Weli ! — not at all well ! 1 made a great ninny of myself, 
with that satirical slyboots, old Titton, laughing at me all the 
time, when you, that had painted him in his proper character, 
and knew what a deep devil he was, might have saved me with 
but half a hint !' 
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" ' You h&ve been in the lady's boudoir, then !' 
" ' Tes, and ia tte gentleman's srinctwa smutornm ! Mrs. 
Titton sent for me about some tiiimpery thing or otter, and when 
I called, the servant showed me io there by mistake. There was 
a great row ia the house about it, but I was there long enough to 
see what a monstrous nice time the fellow has of it, all to him- 
self, and to see your picture of him in his private character. The 
picture you made of me, was only a copy of that, you sly traitor! 
And, I suppose, Mrs. Titton didn't like your stealing from hers, 
did she ? — for, I take it, that was what ailed her at the exhibition, 
when you allowed me to be so humbugged !' 

" I had a good laugh ; but it was as much at the quiet success 
of Mrs, Titton's tactics, as at Lord George's discomfiture. Of 

course, I could not undeceive hira. Aadnow," continued S , 

very good-naturedly, "just ring for a pen and ink, and I'll write 
a note to Mrs. Titton, asking leave to bring you there this even- 
ing, for it's her ' night at home,' and sAe's woi th scieing, if my 
pictures, which you will see there, are not.'' 



Hooted by Google 



MI?S JONES'S SON 

One night, toward the close of the London season — the last 
week in August, or thereabouts — the Deptford omnihus set down 
a gentleman at one of the small brick-block cottages on the Kent 
road. He was a very quietly disposed person, with a face rather 
inscrutable to a common eye, and might, or might not, pass for 
what he was — a man of mark. His age was perhaps thirty, and 
his manners and movemente had that cool security which can 
come only from oonversance with a class of society that is beyond 
being laughed at. He was handsome — hut, when the style of a 
man is well pronounced, that is an unobseiTed trifle. 

Perhaps the reader will step in to No. 10, Verandah Row, 
without further ceremony. 

The room — scarce more than a squirrc!-bos from back to front 
— waa divided by folding doors, and the furniture was fanciful a,nd 
neatly kept. The canary-bird, in a very small cage, in the cor- 
ner, seemed rather an intruder on such small quarters. You 
could scarce give a guess what style of lady was the tenant of such 
miniature gentility. 

The omnihus passenger sat down in one of the little cane bot- 
tomed and straight-backed chairs, and presently the door opened, 
and a stout elderly woman, whose skirts really filled up the re- 
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mainiDg void of tlic little parlor, entered with a cordial exclama- 
tion, and an afi'ectionate embrace was exchanged between them. 

"Well, my dear mother !" said the visitor, " I am off to-mor- 
row to Warwickshire to pass the shooting season, and I came to 
wind up your household clockwork, to go for a month — (tiding, 
I am sorry to say !) What do you want ? How is the tea- 
caddy r" 

" Oat of green, James, hut the black will do till you eoiae 
back. La ! don't talk of such matters when you are just going to 
leave mc. I'll step up stairs and maie jon out a list of my wanis 
presently. Tell me — where are you going in Warwickshire ? 
I went to school in Warwickshire- Dear me ! the lovers I had 
there ! Well, well ! Where did you say you were going ?" 

" To the Marquis of Headfort — Headfort Court, I think his 
place is called — a post and a half from Stratford. Were you 
ever there, mother r" 

" /there, indeed ! no, my son ! But I had a lover near Strat- 
ford — young Sir Humphrey Fencher, he was then— old Sir Hum- 
phrey now ! I'm sure he remembers me, long as it is since I saw 
him — and, James, I'll give you a letter to him. Yes — 1 should 
like to know how he looks, and what he will say to my grown-up 
boy. I'll go and write it now, and I'll look over the groceries at 
the same time. If you move your chair, James, dsn't crush the 
canary-bird !" 

The mention of the letter ct mfioduotion lingered in the eir of 
the gentleman left in the parlor, md, smiling to him'felt with a 
look of covert humor, ha drew from his pocket a letter of which 
it reminded him — the letter of jutrodoction, on the strength of 
which he was going to Warwickshire. As this and the one which 
was being written np stairs, were the two pieces of ordnance dea- 
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tined to propel the incidents of our stovy, the reader will excuse 
lis for presenting them as a " make ready." 

" CrocJcfordh, Monday 
" Dear Feed : Nothing going on in town, except a little affair 
of my own, which I can't leave to go down to yoti. Dull even at 
Crocky's — nobody plays, this hot weather. And now, as to your 
commissions. You will receive Duprez, the cook, by to-night'is 
mail. Grisi won't come to you without lier man—' 'twasa't thus 
when we were boys !' — so I send you a figurante, and you must 

do tableaux. I was luckier in finding you a wit. S will be 

with you to-morrow, though, by the way, it is only on condition 
of meeting Lady Midge Bellaays, for whom, if she is not with you, 
you must exert your inveiglements. This, by way only of shut- 
tlecock and battledore, however, for they play at wit together — 
nothing more, on her part at least. Look out for this devilish 
fellow, my lord Fred ! — and live thin till you see the last of him 
— for he'll laugh you into your second apoplexy with the danger- 
ous ease of a hair-trigger. I could amuse you with a turn or two 
in my late adventures, but Black and White are bad confidante, 
though very well as a business firm. And, mentioning them, I 
have drawn on you for a temporary £500, which please lump 
with my other loan, and oblige 

" Yours, faithfully, 

"Vaitrien." 

And here follows the letter of Mrs. S to her ancient lover, 

the baronet of Warwickshire : — 

"iVo. 10 Verandah Eow, Kent Road. 
" Dear Sir Humphrey : Perhaps you will scarce remember 
Jane tToues, to whom you presented the brush of your first fox. 
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This was thirty years ago. I was tten at school in the little vil- 
lage near TaJ]j-ho hall. Dear me ! how well I remember jt ! 
On hearing of your marriage, I aeoopted an offer from mj late 

husband, Mr. S , and our union was hlessed with one hoy, who, 

I must say, is an angel of goodness. Out of his small income, 
my dear James furnished and rented this very genteel hoose, and 
he tells me I shall have it for life, and provides me one servant, 
and everything I could possibly want. Thrice a week he comes 
out to spend tho day and dine with me, and, in short, he is the 
pattern of good sons. As this dear hoy is going down to War- 
wickshire, I cannot resist the desire I have that you should know 
him, and that he should bring me hack an account of my lover in 
days gone by. Any attention to him, dear Sir Humphrey, will 
very much oblige one whom you once was happy to oblige, and 

still Your sincere friend, Jane 8 , 

" Formerly Joses." 

It was a morning astray from Paradise when S awoke 

at Stratford. Ringing for his breakfast, he requested that the 
famous hostess of the Red Horse would grace him so far, as to join 
him over a muffin and a cup of coffee, and, between the pauses of 
his toilet, he indited a note, enclosing his mother's letter of intro- 
duction to Sir Humphrey. 

Enter dame hostras, prim and respectfiil, and, as breakfast 

proceeded, S easily informed himself of the geography of 

Tally-ho hail, and the existing branch and foliage of the family 
tree. Sir Humphrey's domestic circle consisted of a daughter 
and a niece, (his only son having gone with his regiment to the 
Canada wars,) and the hall lay half way to Headfort Court — the 
Fenchers his lordship's nearest neighbors, >Irs. Boniface was in- 
clined to think 
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g— — - divided his raoriiing very delightfully between the 
hanka of the Avon, and the be-acribbled localities of Shakspere's 
Tairth and residence, and, by two o'clock, the messenger had re- 
turned with this note from Sir Humphrey : — 

" Deab Sib : 1 remember Miss Jones very well. God bless 
me, I thought she had been dead raany years. I ain sure I shall 
be very happy to see her son. Will you come out and dine with 
us .' — dinner at seven. Your ob't servant 

" Humphrey Fencher. 

" James S — -■ , Esq." 

As tte crack wit and dinei-out of his time, ^ was as 

well known to the brilliant society of London is the fite of the 
" gold stick m waiting" at St James's, and, with hii i ery com- 
mon name, he was as little likely to be lecognizcd out of his pe- 
culiar sphere, as the noble loid, when walkin,^ in Oheapside, to be 
recognized as the " stick," so often mentioned in the Comt Jour- 
nal. He had delayed his visit to Hoadfort Court for a day, and 
undertaken to deliver his mother's letter, and look up her lang- 
syne lover, very much as he would stop in the Strand to purehase 
her ft parcel of snuff — purely from tlie filial habit of always doing 
her bidding, even in whims. He had very little curiosity to see 
a Warwickshire Nimrod, and, till his post-ohaise stopped at the 
lodge-gate of Tally-ho hall, it had never entered his head to 
speculate upon the ground of his introduction to Sir Humphrey, 
nor to anticipate the nature of his reception. His name had been 
so long to him an " open sesame," that he had no doubt of its 
potency, and least of all when he pronounced it at an inferior gate in 
the barriers of society. 

The dressing-bell had rang, and S was shown into the 
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vacant drawin" room where Jie buried himself in the deepest chai 



J n n n to hi 
p n nadingb w n h w 
m d u n up u top 
n w n f m h n 
w th I n iis S 



snJiwaa anta ydgn >w 

ndalhkhnw n H Bl! 

Fan M J n My d u h and ny n M J n 

8 was too indignant, for a moment, to espUin tu^it Misa 

Jonea had changed her name before his birth, and, oa saoond 
thought, finding that his real character was not suspected, and 
that he represented to Sir Hwnphrey simply the obscure son of 
an obsom-e girl, pretty, thirty years ago, he fell quietly into the 
role expected of him, and walked patiently into dinner with Miss 
Fencher, who accepted his arm for that purpose, but forgot to 
take it ! 

It was hard to be witty as a Mr. Jonea, but the habit was strong 

and the opportunities were good, -and S , warming with his 

first glass of sherry, struck out some sparks that would have passed 
for gems of the fii'st water, with choicer listeners ; but wit is 
slowly recognized when not expected, and, though now and then 
the young ladies stared, and now and then the old barouet chuck- 
led, and said, " egad ! very well !" there was evidently no material 
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riao in tlic vain f Mi T ne'i lud he it hat (.onfinLd lii^ sj(,idl 
talents eselubivelj to ills win ^hs, inJ nut pitkei, futlin ' spite 
of himself, aa stnpil a« lie 'seemed 

Relieved of the burdin f rcpljing to thoir p;uc?t thi- joun^ 
ladies now took ap a subj<.ct which evilently lay neircat then 
hearts — a acri ■i of dejeitners, the first of which was la come off 
the following morning at Headfort Court As if by way of cniealj 
in case Mr. Jones should fancy that he could be invited to ac- 
company Sir Humphrey, Miss Fenoher toot the trouble to explain 
that these were, by no means, common country entertainments, 
but exclusive and select parties, under the patronage of the beau- 
tiful and witty Lady Imogen Bellasys, now a guest at Headfort. 
Her ladyship had not only stipulated for society choisie, but had 
invited down a celebrated London wit, a great friend of her own, 
to do the mottoes and keep up the spirit of the masques and tab- 
leaux Ind ed Miss Fen h considered berself as more parti- 
cnlarly tl u t and ally f Lady Imogen, never having been 
perm tt d du a L m th life, to visit Headfort (though she 
did n t wl at th ma ^uis s private character had to do with 
his V ng 1 t) and h sp ted to be called upon to serve as a 
sort f ma d f h n n mo way to assist Lady Imogen, who 

had n t 1 h y afl t nately, after church, on Sunday. 

She th ^ht, p hap , h had better wake up Sir Humphrey, 
wbilo she thought of it, (and while papa was good-natured, as he 
always was after dinner), and exact of him a promise that the 
great London Mr. What d'ye call 'im, should be invited to pass a 
week at Tally-ho hall — for, of course, aa mutual allies of Lady 
Imogen, Miss Fenchor and he would become rather wetl acquainted. 

To this enlightenment, of which we have given only a brief -re- 
iumer, Mr. Jones listened attentively, as be was expected to do, 



Hooted by Google 



LATKR DAYS. 321 

d was y g usij irdwh bywyfflg f 

th mtepl flislbtyl tdt kf m 

fth (tul bottlLd wtt mt d H 
I d wh 1 1 h d t th t h raw th B wn 

=lp— y m hw — btththhd 

wlrfltltf tifcP 1*1 m ppl d 

th m fte w 1 t p nipt m th p d 

th t h w pp d t b 1 f T 11 d L d 

By M F h h d f g tt 1 h H h d w t 

th btM-aPhhdft,tt ItH ry 

hi — yjl— ddM t h hlfj^tt 

wl h— b t t w th h 

At th f th t S H ph y df m 

h I t-pra 11 db^dMJ tp thpt 

dp th d f th 1 1 By th t m th 1 w 

es If u d th t hi th w Ity B t h d d d 
I p dwlihd d gla> d pp d hia t th 

1 1 f h d gl t f wh th y ted w tl p U. Id 
t M I h w f f m 111 k 1 h wll 

kwththfthw dfft t 1 

Pp dh hhdk dikdwh 

tit ht dhhdhkdl h Itat 

dblht h tlh ftky 

dear papa !" 

" Ho shall go, my dear ! he shall go ! I have been thinking 
of it — I'll arrange it, Bel, I'll arrange it ! Go your ways, chick, 
and send me my slippers !" gurgled the haronet, with his usual 
rapid brevity, when slightly elevated. 

Miss Fenoher turned quite pale. 

" Pa — pa !" she esclaiiiicd, with horror in ner voice, coming 
14'' 
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round front, "pa— pa!— good giacious ' Dj -)i\>'k-i 


ow It is the 


most exclusive— however, papa ' I t ua tall, tint jici 


in the other 


room. What 1 wish to ask is ^uit xt Dther m ittLi 


1 M know 


that Mr.— Mr.— " 




" The gentleman you mean la piolably Janii'f &- 


," in- 


termpted Mr. Jonea. 




" Tiiank you, sir, so it is f " continued Mibs Tent 


hp putting 


her hand upon the Baronet's mDutt, v,ho was ibout 


to speak — 



*' It is Mr. James S ; and what I wi'ih, pipa is to have 

Mr. James 8 invited to pass a week with us 1 ou know, 

papa, we shall be very intimate— Jamps S and I^both of 

us assisting Lady Imogen, you know, papa ' and — lad— stay till 
I get some note-paper — wUI you, deir paja " 

" You will have your way, chick, you will have your way," 
sighed Sir Humphrey, getting bis spectacles out of a very tight 
pocket on bis hip. " But, biess me, I can't write in tha evening. 
Mr. Jones — perhaps Mr. Jones will write the noto for me — just 

present my compliments to Mr. S , and request the honor, 

and all that — can you do it, Mr, Jones r" 

8 rapidly indited a polite wots to himstilf, which he 

handed to Miss Fenoher for her approbation, and, meantime, en- 
tered the butier with the coffee. 

" Stnggins !" cried Sir Humphrey — " I wish Mr. Jones — " 

"Good Heavens! papa!" exclaimed Miss Fenoher, ending 
the remainder of her objurgation in a whisper in her father's ear. 
But the Baronet was not in a mood to be controlled. 

" My love ! — Bel, I say— he shaU go. Tou d-d-d-diddedent 
see Miss Jones's letter. He's a p-p-p -pattern of filial duty ! — he 
gives his mother a house, and all she wants ! — he's a good sou, I 
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tell you ! St-Stuggins, come here ! Pass the port, Joues, my 
good fellow !" 

Stuggins stepped forward a pace, and presented his white waist- 
coat, and Miss Fencher flounced out of the room in a passion. 

" Stuggins !" said the old man, a little more tranquilly, since 
he had no fear now of being interrupted, " I wish my friend, Mr. 
Jones, here, to see this cock-a-hoop business to-morrow. It'll be 
a fine sight, they tell me. I want him to see it, Stuggins ! You 
understand me. His mother, Miss Jones, was a pretty girl, Stug- 
gins ! And shell be very glad to hear that her boy has seen such 
a fine show — eh, Jones ? eh, Studios ^ Well, jou know what 
I want. The Headfort tenants will h^ve a plat, prnvided for 
them, of course, — some shrubbery, eh — ^onie p;ull ry — some 
place behind the musicians, where they are out ot the way, but 
oan see — is'nt it so ? eh ? eh ■" 

" Yes, Sir Humphrey — no doubt. Sir Humphrey!" acceded 
Stuggins, with his ears still open to know how the details were to 
be managed. 

" Well — very well—and you'll take Jones with you in the 
dickey, eh ? — Thomas will go on the bos — eh ? Will tint do ? 
— and Mr. Jones will stay with us to-night, and psrliaps you'll 
show hira bis room, now, and talk it over, eh, Stuggins ■ — good 
night, Mr. Jones ! — good night, Jones, my good fellow !" 

And Sir Humphrey, having done this act of grateful reminis- 
cence for his old sweetheart, managed to find his way into the 
nest room unaided. 

S had begun, by this time, to see " straw for his brieka," 

in the course matters were taking ; and, instead of throwing a do- 
canter after Sir Humphrey, and knocking down the butler for 
calling him Mr. Jones, he accepted Stuggins's eonyoy to the house- 
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keeper's room, and, with his droll stories an^ funny ways, kept 
ttc maids and footmen in coiiTulBions of laugktei- till break of day. 
Such a merry time had not come off in servants' hall for many a 
day, and, of many a precious morRel of the high life below stairs of 
Taliy-ho hall, did he pick the brains of the delighted Abigails, 

Tho ladies, busied with their toileta, had their breakfasts in their 
own rooms, and Mr. Jones did not mate his appearance till after 
the Baronet had achieTcd his red herring and seltaer. The car- 
riage came round at twelve, and the ladies stepped in, dressed foi 
triumph, tumbled after by burly Sir Humphrey, who rei^uired one 
Bide of the TeMcle to himself— Mr. Jones outside, on the dickey 
with Stuggins, as previously arranged. 

Half way up the long avenue of Headfort Court, Stuggins re- 



lincjaished the dickey to its 
Mr. Jones, turned off by a 
offices — the latter barely sa 



rightful occupant, Thomas, and, with 
aide-path that led to the dairy and 
ving bia legs, however, for the man- 
ceuvre was performed servant fashion, whiie tho carriage kept its 
way. 

Lord Headfort was a widower, and his niece, Lady Imogen 
BeUasys, the wittiest and loveliest girl in England, stood upon the 
lawn for the mistress of the festivities. She bad occasion for a 
petticoat aid-de-co/iiip, and she knew that Lord Headfort wished 
to propitiate his Warwickshire neighbors ; and, as Miss Fonoher 
was a fine grenadier-looking girl, she promoted her to that of&ee 
immediately on her arrival, decking her for the nonce with a broad 
blue riband of authority. Miss Pencber made the best use of her 
powers of self-congratulation, and thanked God privately, besides, 
that Sir Humphrey had provided an eclipse for Mr. Jones j for, 
with tbe drawback of presenting such a superfluous acquaintance 
of their own to tie fastidious eyes of Lady Imogen, she felt as- 
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Kured that ter new honors would never liave anived to lier. Siie 
had Lad a hint, moreover, from her dressing-maid, of Mr. Jones'a 
comicalities below stairs ; and the fact that Le was a person who 
could be funnj in a kitchen, was quite enough to confirm the 
aristocratic iuslinct by which she had at once pronounced upon 
his condition. If her papa haA been gay in his youth, there was 
no reason why every Miss Jones should send her child to hun to 
be made a gentleman of! " Filial pattern," indeed ! 

The gayuties began. The French figurante, despatched by 
Lord Vamion from the opeia, made up her tableaux from the 
beauties, and those who had ugly faces but good figures, triad their 
attitudes on the archery lawn, and those whose complexions would 
tadhg -d hd'g Ihfl 



k 
Img 



" Better feed your menagerie at once !" whispered Lord Head- 
fort to his niece, as he caught a glance at her vexed face in 



The decision with which the order was given to serve breakfast, 
seemed to hurry the very beat of the kitchen fires, for, in an incredi- 
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bly short time, the hot soups and delicate entrmieis of Monsieur 
Duprez were oa the tables, ind brcdltfast was announced. The 
hand piajpd a march, the game' were abandoned, Miss Fencher 
followed close upon the hiel of hei chef, to secure a seat in her 
nci^hborhoud, and, in ten minutes, a hundred cjuestions of prece- 
den:,e »eri, settled, and '^ir Humphrey, somewhat to his suipi'ise, 
an J as n u:,h tr his delii^ht was called to the left hand of the Mar- 
quis Tally ho hall was in the a cendaut. 

Dunne the first assjult upon ihc soups, the band played a de- 
I11.10U8 set f naltzes, teimimting with the clatter of changigg 
plates But, at the same moment, above all the ring of impinging 
china, arose a shout of hughfei fioin a party somewhere without 
the pavihon, and so •sustained and hearty was the peal, that the 
servants stood petiifitd with tlieir dishes, and the guests sat in 
wondeiing siknce Ihe stewaid was instantly despatched to en- 
force order, and Ltrl Headtirt explained, that the tenants were 
feasted on beef and ale, in the thicket beyond, though he could 
scarce imajine whit should amuse them so uiioommonJy. 

' Thej have promised to maintain order, my lord !" said the 
stewaid, leturnmg, and stioping ti his master's ear, "but there 
13 a droll gentreman imonx them, my loid !" 

" Thin I dare swear it a bettei tun than this !" mumbled his 
lordship for tho steward s hearing as he looked round upon the 
unamused faees in his neighborhood, 

" Headfort," cried Lady Imogen, presently, from the other end 

of the table, " did you send to Stratford for S , or did you 

not ? Lei us know whether there is a chance of his coming !" 

" Upon ray honor, Lady Imogen, my own chariot has been at 
the Stratford inn, waiting for him since morning," was the Mar- 
quis's answer- " Vaurien wrote that he had booked hira by the 
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laO of the night before ! I'd give a tlioiisand pounds if he were 



Bursts of laughter, breaking through all efforts to s 
them, again wse from the offending quarter. 

" It's a Mr. Jones, my lord," said the steward, speaking be- 
tween the Marquis and Sir Humphrey ; " he's a friend of Sir 
Humphrey's butler— and— if you will excuse me, my lord — Stug- 
gins says he is the son of a Miss Jones, formerly an acquaintance 
of Sir Humphrey's !" 

Red as a turkey-cock grew the old baronet in a moment. " I 
beg ten thousand pardons for having inti-uded him here, my 
lord!" said Sir Humphrey; "it's a poor lad that brought me a 
letter from his mother, and I told Stuggins — " 

But here Stu^ns approached with a couple of notes for hia 
master, and, begging permission of the Marquis, Sir Humphrey 
put on his spectacles to read. The guests at the table, meantime, 
were passing the wine very slowly, and conversation more slowly 
still, and, with the tranquillity that reigned in the pavilion, the 
continued though half-smothered merriment of the other party 
was provokingly andible, 

" Can't we borrow a little fun from those merry people !" cried 
Lady Imogen, throwing up her eyes despairingly as the Marquis 
exchanged looks with her. 

" If we could persuade Sir Humphrey to introduce his friend, 
Jones, to us — " 

" / introduce him !" exclaimed the faming Baronet, tearing off 
his spectacles in a rage, " read that before you condescend to talk 
of noticing such a varlet ! Paith ! I think he's the clown from a 
tiieati'e, or the waiter froni a pot-house !" 

The Marquis read :- 
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" Dear NutJCLE : It's hard on to six o'clock, and I'm engaged 
at seven to a junketing at the ' Hen and Chickens,' with Stuggins 
and the maids. If you intend to make me aoquaiatcd with jour 
great lord, now is the time. If you don't, I shall walk in pre- 
sently, and introduee myself; for I know how to make my own 
way, nuncle — ask Miss Bel's maid, and the other girls jou intro- 
duced me to, at Tallj-ho hall ! Be in a hurry. I'm just outside. 
" Yours, JONts. 

" Sir Humphrey Fencher." 

The escitement of Sir Humphrey, and the amused face of the 
Marquis as he read, had drawn Lady Imogen from her seat, and 
BB ho read aloud, at her request, the urgent epistle of Mr. Jones, 
she clapped her hands with delist, and insisted on having him in. 
Sir Humphrey declared he should take it as an affront if the thing 
was insisted on, and Miss Fencher, who had followed to her 
father's chair, and heard the reading of the note, looked the pic- 
ture of surprised indignation. "Insolent! Tulgar ! abominahle!' 
was all the compliment she ventured upon, however. 

" Will yoii let me look at Mr. Jones's note ?" said Lady 
Imogen. 

" Good Heavens !" she exclaimed, after glancing at it an in- 
stant, " I was sure it must bo he !" 

And out ran the beautiful quoen of the festivities, and the nest 
moment, to Sir Humphrey's amazement, and Miss Fencher's 
utter dismay, she returned, dragging in, with her own scarf around 
his body, and her own wreath of rosea around his head, the friend 
of Slugging — the abominable Jones ! Up jumped the Marquis, 
and called him by name (not Jones), and seized him by both 
hands, and up jumped with delighted acclamation half a dozen 
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other of tlie more distinguished gneats at table, and the merri- 
ment was now on the other side of the thicket. 

It was five or ten minutes before they were again seated at table, 

g on Lady Imogen's right hand, but there were two vacant 

chairs, for Sic Humphrey and his daughter bad taken advantage 
of the confusion to disappear, and the field was open, therefore, for 
a full account of Mr. Jones's adventurea above and below stairs at 
TaUy-ho ball. A better subject navcr fell into the hand of that 
inimitable humorist, and gloriously he made use of it. 

As he concluded, amid convulsions of laughter, the butler 
brought, in a note addressed to James S — ^, Esq., which had 
been given him by Stuggina early in the day— his own autograph 
invitation to the hospitalities of Tally-ho hall ! 
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' Beauty, alone, is ost, too warily kept." 

I ONCE had a long conversation with a fellow- traveller in the 
cowpk of a French diligence. It was a bright moonlight night, 
early in June — not at all the scene or season for talking long on 
very dry topics — and, with a mutual abandon which must l)e ei- 
plained by ?ome theory nf thp pilent lympatbies, we fell to chatting 
rathci confidentially on the subject of love. He gave me some 
hints I'' t> 1 pasS'i^'e in his life which seemed to me, when he told 
it, a definite and interestrag stoiy, but, in recalling it to mind 
afterwnrda, I was surprise 1 to find how little ho really said, and 
how much tr m sicing the man and hearing his voice, I was ena^ 
bild without effjrf to supply To save roundabout, I'll tell tho 
stoiy m the first person, as it wa& told to me, begging the reader 
to t^e my place in the coupi and listen to a very gentlemanly 
man, of very loveable voice and manners; supplying,- also, as I 
did, by the imagination, much more than is told in the narration. 

" I am inclined to think that we are sometimes best loved by 
those whom we least suspect of being interested in us ; and, while 
a sudden laying open of hearts would give the lie to many a lovQ 
professed, it would, here and there, di-wlose a passion which, in the 
ordinary course of things, would never have been betrayed. I 



Hooted by Google 



LiTER DAYS. 33I 

was once a, little surprised with a circumstance of tlic kind I al- 
lude to. 

" I iiad become completely domesticated in a family living in 
the neighbothood of London — I can Bcarce tell you how, even if 
it were worth while. A ehanee introduction, as a Btranger in the 
conntiy, fii'st made me acquainted with them, and we had gone 
un, from one degree of frlendstiip to another, till I was as much at 
home at Lilyhank as any one of the children. It was one of those 
little English paradises, rural and luxurious, where love, confi- 
dence, simplicity, and refinement, seem natural to the atmosphere, 
and I thought, when I was there, that I was probably as near to 
perfect happiness as 1 was likely to be in tie course of my life. 
But I had my annoyance even there. 

" Mr. Fleming (tie name is fictitious, of course) was a man of 
sufScient fortune, living, without a profession, on his moans. He 
was avowedly of the middle class, but his wife, a veiy beautiful 
ppccimca of the young English mother, was veiy highly connect- 
ed, and might have moved in what society she pleased. She 
chose to find her happiness at home, and leave society to come to 
her by its own natural impulse and affinity— a sensible choice, 
which shows you at once the simple and rational character of the 
womaa. Fleming and his wife were very fond of each other, hut, 
at the same time, very fond of the companionship of those who 
were under their roof; and, between them and their three or four 
lovely children, 1 could have been almost contented to have been 
a prisoner at Lilyhank, and to have seen nobody but its charming 
inmates for years together. 

" I had become actjuainted with the Flemings, however, during 
the absence of oce of the members of the family. Without being 
at all aware of any new arrival in the course of the morning, I 
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went late to dinner after a long and solitary ride on horseback, 
and was presented to Lady Rachel a, tall and reserved-look- 
ing person, sitting on Fleming's right h nl See n" no reason to 
abate any of my outward stow of hipp ne=a or to put any re- 
straint on the natural impulse of my attent ons I t<ok luy accus- 
tomed seat by the sweet mistress of tl e ho se wrapped up my 
entire heart, as usud, in every word an I 1 k tl it I sent toward 
her, and played the schoolboy that I felti yself unci udedly frank 
and happy Fleming Ku^hed and m nglel n ur h t as n 
ajlj, as he w<ts wont to do, but i glaneo n w and th n at his 
sfitely right hind neighbor mide me aware that I w 1 k d 
upon with =omo coolne^? if not with a ma k d dis jj 1 I 
tnel the usual peace nffennj,s of dete enee nd k d t^ y 
and lessened somewhat the outward show of my happiness, but 
Lady Eachel was apparently not propituted Ton know what it 
18 to have one bnk cold in the chain of sympathy around a table. 

" The nest morning I announced my intention of returning to 
town. I had hitherto come and goue at my pleasure. This time 
the Flemings showed a determined opposition to my departure. 
They seemed aware that my enjoyment under their roof had been, 
for the first time, clouded over, and they were not willing 1 should 
leave till the accustomed sunshine was restored. I felt that I 
owed them too much to resist any persuasion of theirs against my 
own feelings merely, and I remained 

"But I determined to overcome Lidy Rachel's aversmn— a 
little from piijuo, I may as well coufess, but mo'itly for the grati- 
fication I knew it would give to my sweet friends and entettamers 
The saddle is my favorite thinking-place I mountid a leautiful 
himter which Fleming always put at my disposal while I stayed 
with them, and went off for a long gillop I dl^mou^ted at an 
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inn, some miles off, called for black-wax, and wiiting myaclf a 
letter, despatched it to Lilybank, To play my part well, you 
will easily conceive, it was necessary that my kind friends should 
not be in the secret. 

" The short road to the heart of a proud woman, I well knew, 
was pity. I came f« dinner, that day, a changed man. It was 
known through the family, of course, that a letter sealed with 
black had arrived for me, during my ride, and it gave me the 
apology I needed for a sudden alteration of manner. Delicacy 
would prevent any one, except Mrs. Fleming, from alluding to it, 
and she would reserve the int[uiry till we were alone. I had the 
evening before me, of course. 

" Lady Rachel, I had remarked, showed her superiority by 
habitually pitching her voice a note or two below that of the per- 
sons around her — as if the repose of her calm mind was beyond 
the plummet of their superficial gaiety. I had also observed, 
however, that if she succeeded in rebuking now and then the high 
spirits of her friends, and lowered the general diapason til! it har- 
monized with her own voice, she was more gratified than by any 
direct compliment or attention. I ate my soup in silence, and 
while the children, and a chance guest or two, were cajrying on 
some agreeable banter in a merry key, I waited for the first open- 
ing of Lady Rachel's lips, and, when she spoke, took her tone 
like in CLho. Without looking at her, I commenced a subdued 
and pensive description of my morning's ride, like a man uncon- 
BOiously awakened from his revery by a sympathetic voice, and 
betraymg, by the tone in which he spoke, the chord to which he 
responded A newer guest had taken my place, nest to Mrs. 
Fleming, and I was opposite Lady Rachel. I could feel her oyea 
suddenly fixed on me as I spoke. For the first time, she address- 
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ed a remark to me, iu a pause of my description. I ramei) my 
eyes to her with as much earnestness and deference as I could 
summon into them, and, when I had listened to her and answered 
her ohservation, kept them fastened on her lips, as if I hoped she 
would speak to roe again— yet without a smile, and with an ex- 
pression that I meant should be that of sadness, forgetful of 
usages, and intent only on an eager longing for sympathy. Lady 
Kachel showed her woman's heart, by an almost immediate change 
of countenance and manner. She leaned slightly over the fable 
toward me, with her brows lifted from her large dark eyes, and 
the conversation between us became continuous and cxolusiYO. 
After a little while, my kind host, finding that he was cut off from 
his other guests by the fear of interrupting us, proposed to give 
me the head of the table, and I took his place at the left hand of 
Lady Eachcl. Her dinner was forgotten. She introduced topics 
of conversation sucii as she thoaght harmonized with my feelings, 
and, while I listened, with my eyes altciiiately cast down or raised 
timidly to hers, she opened her heart to me on the subject of 
death, the loss of friends, the vanity of the world, and the charm, 
to herself, of sadness and melancholy. She seemed unconscious 
of the presence of others as she talked. The tears suffused her 
fine eyes, and her lips quivered, and I fonnd, to my surprise, that 
she was a woman, under that mask of haughtiness, of the keenest 
sensibility and feeling. When Mrs. Fleming left the table, Lady 
Bachel pressed my hand, and, instead of following into the draw- 
ing-room, went out by the low \Yindow upon the lawn. I had 
laid up some httlc food for retleotion as you may oonoeive, and I 
sat the nest hour looking into my wine glass, wondering at the 
success of my manoeuvre, but a little out of humor ivith my own 
hypocrisy, notwithstanding. 
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" Mrs. Fleming's tender kindness to me wier T joinett her at 
tlie toa-table, made me again regret the sacred feelings upon 
whicli I had drawn for my esperimeat. But there was no retreat. 
I excused myself hastily, and went out in search of Lady Rachel, 
meeting her ladyship, as I expected, slowly pacing the dark ave- 
nues of the garden. The dimness of the starlight relieved me 
from the effort of keeping sadness in my countenance, and I easily 
played out my part tilt midnight, Jistening to an outpouring of 
mingled kindness and melancholy, for the waste of which I felt 
some need to be forgiven. 

" Another day of this, however, was all that I could bring my 
mind to support. Fleming and his wife had entirely lost laght — 
in sympathy with my presumed affliction — of the object of detain- 
ing me at Lilybank, and I took my leave, hating myself for the 
tender pressure of the hand, and the sad and sympathizing fare- 
wells which I was obliged to received from them. I did not dare 
to toil them of my unworthy rnse. Lady Bachel parted from me 
as kindly as the rest, and I had gained my point with the loss of 
my self-esteem. With a prayer that, notwithstanding this deceit 
and misuse, I might find pity when I should indeed stand in need 
of it, I drove from the door, 

" A month passed away, and I wrote, once more, to ray friends 
at Lilybank, that I would pass a week with them. An occur- 
rence, in the course of that month, however, had thrown another 
mask overmy face, and I went there again with a part to play — and, 
as if by a retributive Providence, it was now my need of sympa- 
thy that I was most forced to conceal. An affair which I saw no 
possibility of compromising, had compelled me to call out a man 
wlio was well known as a practised duellist. The particulars 
would not interest you. In accepting the challenge, my antagonist 
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asked a week's delay, to complete some important linamess from 
which he could not withdraw his attention. And that week I 
passed with tie Flemings. 

" The gaiety of Liljbank wa'^ie'imibd witii the smile I brought 
back, and chat and occupation took their course. Lady Rachel, 
though kind and courteous, seemed to have relapsed into her re- 
serve, and, finding society an effort, I rode out daily alono, seeing 
my friends only at dinner and in the evening. They took it to 
be an indulgence of some remainder of my former grief, and left 
me consequently to the disposition of my own time- 

" The last evening before the due! arrived, and I bade my 
friends good-night as usual, though with some suppressed emotion. 
My second, who was to come from town and take me up at Lily- 
bank on his way to the ground, had written to me that, from what 
he could gather, my best way was to be prepared for tie worst, 
and, lookiBg upon it as very probably the last night of my life, I 
determined to pass it waking, and writing to my friends at a dis- 
tance. I sat down to it, accordingly, without undressing. 

" It was toward three in the morning that 1 sealed up my last 
letter. My bedroom was on the ground-floor, with a long window 
opening into the garden ; and, as I lifted my bead up from leaning 
over the seal, I saw a white object standing just before the case- 
ment, but at some little distance, and half buried in the darkness. 
My mind was in a fit mood for a superstitious feeling, and my 
blood crept cold for a moment ; I passed my hand across my cyea 
— looked again. The figure moved slowly away. 

" To direct my thoughts, I took up a book and read. But, on 
looking up, the figure was there again, and, with an irresistible 
impulse, 1 rushed out to tie earden. The figune came toward 
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me, but, with its first uiovement, I recognised the stately stgp of 
Lady Rache'. 

" Confusud at having intruded on her privacy — for I presumed 
that she was ahroad for solitude, and with no thonght of heing 
disturbad — I turned to retire. She called to me, however, and, 
sinking upon a gardea-seat, covered her face with her hands. I 
stood before her, for a moment, in embarrassed silence. 

" ' You keep lata hours,' she said, at last, with a tremulous 
voice, but rising at the same time, and, with her arm put through 
mine, leading me to the thickly-shaded walk. 

" ' To-night I do,' I replied ; ' letters I could not well defer — ' 

" ' Listen to me !' interrupted Lady Rachel. ' I know yout 
business for the morning — ' 

" I involuntary released my arm and 'itart 1 back The cl ance 
of an interruption that would sppm di h norahi fii h d dcro-ji 
my mind, 

"'Stay!' she oontinued; 'I am tin" h m- m th tamily 
who knows of it, and ray errani with you k nDt t hmler thii 
dreadful meeting. The eircnmstanc s are suth that w th 
society as it is, you could not avoid it with honor ' 

" I pressed her arm with a foeling of j,ratified justification, 
which quite overcame, for the moment my curiosity as to the 
source of her knowledge of the affair 

" ' Ton must forgive me,' she said, ' that I come to you like a 
bird of ill omen. I cannot spare the precious moments, to tell 
you how I came by my information as to your design. I have 
walked the night away, before your window, not daring to inter- 
rupt you in what was, probably, the performance of sacred duties. 
Bat I know your antagonist — I know his demoniac nature, aud — 
pardon me ! — I dread the worst !' 
15 
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" I still walked by her side in silence. She resumed, thowgli 
strongly ^itated. 

" ' I have said that I justify you in an intention which will, 
probably, cost you your life. Yet, hut for a feeling which I am 
about to disclose to you, I should lose no time, and spare no pains, 
ic preventing this meeting. Under such circumstances, your 
honor would be less dear to me than now, and I should be acting 
as one of my sex who had but a share of interest in resisting and 
striving to correct this murderous exaction of public opinion, 
I would condemn ducUing in argument — avoid the dueUiat in so- 
ciety — make any sacrifice with others to suppress it in the ab- 
stract ; but, till the feeling changes in reference to it, I could not 
bring myself to sacrifice, in the honor of the man I loved, my 
world of happiness ibr my share only.' 

" ' And mean you to say — ' I began, but, as the light broke 
in upon my mind, amazement stopped my utterance. 

" ' Yes — that I love you ! — that I love you !' murmured Lady 
Kachel, throwing herself into my arms, and fastening her lips to 
mine in a long and passionate kiss — ' that I love you, and, in this 
last hour of your life, must breathe to you what I never before 
breathed to mortal !' 

" She sank to the ground ; and, with handf I f d w w p 
from the grass of the lawn, I bathed her tern 1 1 I n d 

senseless against my knee. The moon had risi b h 
and poured its full radiance on her pale fe,c d 1 d y 
Her hair loosened, and fell in heavy masses o ! h d 
and bosom ; and, for the first time, I realized L dy E h I x 
traordinary beauty. Her features were witliou f ul h k 
was of marble fairness and paleness, and her b I 
passionate feeling, had removed, for the instan 1 fill 
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of pride and snperciliousneaa, that, at all otlier times, had ob- 
scured her loveliness. With a new-born emotion in my heart, I 
seized the first instant of returning cunseionsness, and pressed 
her, with a convulsive eagerness, to mj bosom. 

" The sound of wheels aroused me from this delirious dream, 
and, looting np, I saw the grey of the dawn struggling with the 
moonlight. I tore myself from her arms, and, the moment after, 
was whirling away to the appointed place of meeting, 

"I was in my room, at Liljbank, dressing, at cleYcn of that 
same day. My honor was safe, and the affair was over, and now 
my whole soul was bent on this new and unexpected vision of 
love. True — I was but twenty-five, and Lady Eaehel, probably, 
twenty years older ; hut, she loved me — she mas high-born and 
baautifal — and lovo is not so often brought to the lip in this 
world, that we can cavil at the oup which holds it. With these 
thoughts and feelings wrangling tumultuously in my heated blood, 
I took the following note from a servant at my door. 

" ' Lady Rachel buries, in entire oblivion, the last night 

past. Feelings over which she has full control, in ordinary cir- 
cumstances, have found utterance under the conviction that they 
were words to the dying. They would never have been betrayed 
without impending death ; and they will never, till death be 
near to one of us, find voice, or give token of existence again. 
Delicacy and honor will prompt you to visit Lilybank no more.' 

" Lady Rachel kept her room till I left, and I have never 
visited Lilybank, nor seen her since." 
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CHAPTER I. 

In one of tlie years not long since passed to your acnount and 
mine, by the recording angel, gentle reader, I was taking my fill 
of a delicious American June, as Duerow takes his bottle of 
wine, on the back of a beloved horse. In tte expressive lan- 
guage of tho raftsmen on fie streams of the West, I was " follow- 
ing" the Chemung — a river whose wild and peculiar loveliness 
is destined to he told in undying song, whenever America can 
find leisure to look up her poets. Such bathing of the feet of 
precipices — such kissing of flowery slopes — such winding in and 
out of the bosom of round meadows — such frowning amid broken 
rocks, and smiling through smooth valleys, you would never be- 
lieve could go on, in this out-of-doors world, nnvisited and un- 
celebrated. 

Not far from the ruins of a fortification, said to have been 
built by the Spaniards before the settlement of New England by 
tlie English, tho road along the Chemung dwindles into a mere 
ledge at the foot of a precipice, the river wearing into the rook 
at this spot by a black and deep eddy. At the height of your 
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hp above the carnage track, tliere gushes from the rock a stream 
of the size md fcttilj clearness of a glass rod; and all around 
it, in tte small rocky lap whuh it has worn away, there f;row9 a 
bed of fiagunt mmt, kept, by the «hade and moisture, of a per- 
petual sreen, biight as imerild Here stops every traveller, 
who IS not upon an errand of hfe and death ; and, while hia 
horse sfinds up to his fetlocks in the river, he parts the dewy 
stems of th mmt, and dnnks, for once in his life, like a fay or a 
poet It IS one cf those esqmsite spots which paint their own 
picture msensihly in the memory, even while you look on them — 
natmal " Dagueneotypes " as it were; and you arc surprised, 
years afteiward, to find yourself remembering every leaf and 
stone, and the sjng of everj lird that sung in the pine-trees 
overhead, wiilo jou were watohiag the curve of the spring-Isap. 
As I Sdjd before, it will be sung and celebrated, when America 
sits down weary with her first century of toil, and oajla for her 
minstrels, now toiling with her in the fields. 

Withm a mile of this spot, to which I had been looking forward 
with delight for some hours, I overtook a horseman. Before 
coming up with him, I had at once decided he was an Indian. 
His relaxed limbs, swaying to every motion of his horse with the 
grace and ease of a wreath of smoke, his neck and shouldei-s so 
cleanly shaped, and a certain watchful look about his ears which 
I cannot define, but which you see in a splLit'^d horie, were infal- 
lible marks of the lace whom wo havi, dm l f 1111 th fair land 
of our mdependence He was mounted upon a small, bli&k 
horse — of the breed CDmmonly called Indian ponies, nrw not 
very common bo ne\r the Atlantic — and rode with a "lick rem, 
and an air, I thought, rather m^re dispirited thin indolent 

The kind of moiiimj; 1 hwe desoribid, is as e\eij oni, muit 
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remember, of a sweetness so conimunieatiye, tLat one would 
think two birds could scarce meet on the wing without exchang- 
ing a carol ; and I involuntarily raised my bridle, after a min- 
ute's study of the traveller before me, and, in a brief gallop, 
was at his side. With the sound of my horse's feet, however, he 
changed in all his characteristics to another man — ^at erect in his 
saddle, and assumed the earnest air of an American, who never 
rides but upon some errand ; and, on his giving nie back my 
" good morning," in the unexceptionable accent of the country, 
1 presumed I had mistaken my man. He was dark, hut, not 
darker than a Spaniard, of features singularly handsome and 
regular, dressed with no peculiarity except an otter-skin cap, of a 
silky and golden -colored fur too expensive and rare for any hut a 
fanciful as well as a luxurious purchaser. A slight wave in the 
black hair which escaped from it and fell hack from his temples, 
coDfinncd me in the convicijon that his blood was of Eui^opean 

We rode on together with some indifferent conversation, till we 
arrived at the spring-leap I have described ; and here my com- 
panion, throwing his right leg over the neck of his poay, jumped 
to the ground very actively, and, applying his lips to the spring, 
drank a free draught. His horse seemed to know the spot, and, 
with the reins on his neck, trotted on to a shallower ledge in 
the river, and stood with the water to his knees, and his quick eye 
turned on his master witli an expressive look of satisfaction. 

" Tou have been here before," I said, tying my less-disciplined 
horse to the branch of an overhanging shrub. 

"Yes — often!" was his reply, with a tone so quick and rude, 
however, that, but for the softening quality of the day, I should 
have abandoned there all thought of further acquaintance. 
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I took a small valise from the pommel of ray saddle, and, wliile 
my fellow-traveller sat on the rock-aide, looking moodily into the 
livei', I drew forth a flask of wine and a leathern cup, a cold 
pigeon wrapped in a cool cahhage leaf, the bigger end of a large 
loaf, and as niuch salt as could be tied up in the cup of a large 
water-lily — a set-out of provender which owed its dantiness to the 
fair hands of my hostess of the night before. 

The stranger's first resemblance to an Indian had probably 
given a color to my thoughts ; for, as I handed tim a cup of 
wine, I said, " I wish the Shawanee Chief, to whose tribe this val- 
ley belongs, were here to get a cup of my wine." 

The young man sprang to his feet with a sndden flash through 
bis eyes, and, while he looked at me, he seemed to stand taller 
than, from my previous impression of his height, I should have 
thought possible. Surprised, as I was, at the effect of my re- 
mark, I did not withdraw the cup, and, with a moment's search- 
ing look into my face, he changed his attitude, begged pardon 
rather confusedly, and, draining the cup, said, with a faint smile, 
" The Shawanee Chief thanks you !" 

" Do you know the price of land in the valley ?" I asked, 
handing him a slice of bread, with the half pigeon upon it, and 
beginning to think it was best to stick to commonplace eubjecta 
with a stranger. 

" Yes !" ho said, his brow clouding over again. " It was 
bought from the Shawanee Ohief you speak of, for a string of 
beads the acre. The tribe bad their burial-place on the Susque- 
hannah, some twenty miles from this ; and they oared little about 
a strip of a valley which, now, I would rather have for my inheri- 
tance than the fortune of any white man in the land." 

" Throw in the landlord's daughter at the village below," said 
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1, " and I would take it before any half-doeen of the German 
principalities. Have you heard the news of her inlieritaace .'" 

Another moody look, and h. very crisp " Yes," put a stop to 
all d:,snG on my part to malie fuithor advances m my oompanion'a 
acc[uaintdnee Gathering m> pi^i.on bones together, therefore, 
and putting them on the top of ■» atone, when, tiny would be 
seen by the first " luekj dDg" that jasscd, flmirint; my emptied 
water iily on the nver and str'ippmg up cup and flask, onte more 
m my valise, I mfunted, anl, with a imstj gool niornmg setoff 
at a hand gall j down the rn er 

My laat unsucce*!RfuI topio was, •\^• the time I wnta of, the sub- 
ject of oonveisition all through the neighborhood of tho village 
toward which I was tra\ elhng Thi, most old fashioned and com- 
foitahle lun on the feu (uehinnah, or Chemung wis kept at the 
junction of these two noble riv is, by a i,crtain Robert Plymton, 
who had *' one f^ir daughter and no moie " Ho was a plain 
faimer of Connecticut, who had married the grind daughter 
of an English emic,rant, and got with his wife, a ohest of old 
papers, whii,h, he thought, had better hi, used ti mend a broken 
pane, or wiap up g oceiies, bat which his wife, on her dtath-hed, 
told him " might turn out ftorth somi-thiii^ " With thi-. slender 
thread of expectation, he had kept the little cheat under his bed, 
thinking of it, perhaps, once a year, and satisfying his daughter's 
inquisitive queries with a shake of the head, and something about 
'•her poor mother's tantrums," concluding, usually, with some 
reminder to keep the parlor in order, or mind her housekeeping. 
EuthaPlymton had had some sixteen " winters' schooling," and 
was known to be much " smarter," {A'liglice, cleverer,) than was 
quite necessary for the fulfilment of her manifold duties. Since 
twelve years of age, (the period of her mother's death,) she had 



Hooted by Google 



LATER DAYS. 345 

offioiated with more and more success as bar-maid and host's daugh- 
ter to the most froquentod inn of the village, till, now, at eighteen, 
she was the only ostensible keeper of the inn, the old man usually 
heing absent in the fields with his men, or embarking his grain in 
an " ark," to take advantage of the first freshet. She was civil 
to all comers ; but her manner was such as to malto it perfectly 
plain, even to the rudest raftsman and hunter, that the highest 
respect they knew how to render to a woman, was her due. She 
was rather unpopular with the girls of the village, from what they 
called her pride, and " keeping to herself ;" but, the truth was, 
that the cheap editions of romances which Kuth took instead of 
money, for the lodging of the itinerant book-pedlars, were more 
agreeable companions to her, than the girls of the village ; and 
the long summer forenoons, and haif the long winter nights, were 
little enough for the busy young hostess, who, seated on her bed, 
devoured tales of high-life, which harmonized with some secret 
longing in her breast — she knew not, and scarce thought of ask- 
ing herself, why. 

I had been twice at Athens, (bj this classical name is known 
the village I speak of,) and each time had prolonged my stay at 
Pljmton's inn for a day longer than my horse or my repose 
strictly exacted. The scenery at tie junction is magnificent, but 
it was scarce that. And 1 cannot say that it was altogether ad- 
miration of the host's daughter ; for, though 1 breakfasted late, 
for the sake of having a clean parlor while I ate my broiled 
chicken, {and, having been once to Italy, Miss Plymton liked to 
pour out my tea, and hear me talk of St. Peter's and the Carni- 
val,) yet, there was that marked relmv, and decision in her man- 
ner, that made me feel quite too much like a culprit at school ; 
and, large and black as her eyes were, and light and airy as were 
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all her motions, I mixed up, with my propynsity for her socii;ty, a. 
sort of dislike. In short, I never felt a tcndcvncss for a woman 
who could " queen it" so easily, and I went heart-whole on my 
journey, though always with a high respect for Ruth Pljmton, 
and a pleasant remembrance of her conversation. 

The story which I had heard farther up the river, was, briefly, 
that there had arrived at Athens au Englishman, who had found, 
in Miss Ruth Plymton, the last surviving descendant of the 
family of her mother — that she was the heiress of a large for- 
tune, if the proof of her descent were complete, and that the 
contents of the little chest had been the subject of a week's hard 
study by the stranger, who had departed, after a vain attempt to 
persuade old Plymton to accompany him to England with his 
daughter. This was the rumor, the allusion to which had been 
received with such repulsive coldness by my dark companion at 
the spring-leap. 

America is so much of an asylum for despairing younger sons, 
and the proud and starving branches of great families, that a dis- 
covery of heirs to property, among people of very inferior con- 
dition, is by no means uncommon. It is a species of romance in 
real life, however, which we never believe upon hearsay, and I 
rode on to the village, expecting my usual reception hy the fair 
damsel of the inn. The old sign still hung askew as I approach- 
ed, and the pillars of the old wooden " stoop" or portico, were 
as much off their perpendicular as before, and, true to my augury, 
out-stepped my fair acquaintance at the sound of ray horse's feet, 
and called to Reuben the ostler, and gave me an unchanged wel- 
come. The old man was down at the river's side, and the key 
of the grated bar hung at th(! hostess's girdle, and with these 
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signs of times as they were, my belief in tlie marvellous tale 
vanished into thin air. 

" So you are not gone to England to take possession ?" I 
sa ! 

H > tf d Ij y tL m k put 

t I t I bj t nd t km If t t k f L ng 

b n 11 d J t mbl l-tip p bj t I ask d t b 

hwnt y Ijjttlihiir tbf dnn u 

wthntb bknf th nlw dwd ^ grt 
dd tth b It fyfdnfkttkn 

P 

Tb f fb t 1 w lly w 1 I t 11 d 

1 w b I k f tl S ju b b t 1 tb Tb n a 

w ly f U a i 1 it w y t th tl n 1 b tw n tb 1 n 

^ t d tl 1 lid f th m 1 1 1 tb d k 

f th f Id n b u Tl t tt n nd tl n j,ht w at n 
aln t a. 1 ut 1 y I w th d li^bt 

my If w th tb g Id f fb ] pi Uf j b t I 

was withia a yard or two of the shore on my return, when I heard 
a woman's Toioe approaching in earnest conversation. I shot 
forward, and drew myself in beneath a large clump of alders, 
and, with only my head out of water, lay la perfect conceal- 

" You are not just, Shabatan '." were the first words I distin- 
guished, in a voice I immediately recogsiscd as that of my fair 
hostess. " Tou are not just. As far as 1 know myself, I love 
you better than any one I ever saw — but — " 

As she hesitated, the deep, low voice of my companion at tjie 
spring-leap, uttered, in a suppressed and impatient guttural, 
" But what ?" He stood still, with his back to the moon, and, 
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while the light fell full on her face, she withdrew her arm from 
his, and went on. 

" I was going to say, that I do not yet know myself, or the 
world, BufEeiently, to decide that I shall always love you. I 
would not he too hasty in so important a thing, Shahatan ! We 
have talked of it before, and, therefore, I may aaj to you, now, 
that the prejudices of my father, and all my friends, are against 
it. 

" My blood," interrupted the young man, with a movement of 
iiupationoo. 

She laid her hand on his arm. "Stay! the objection is not 
mine. Tour Spanish mother, besides, shows more in your look 
and features than the blood of your father. Uut it would still be 
said I married an Indian, and, though I care little for what the 
village would say, yet must I be certain that I shall love you with 
all my heart and till death, before I set my face, with yours, 
against the prejudices of every white man and woman in my 
native land ! You have urged me for my secret, and there it is 
I feel relieved to have unburthened my heart of it." 

" That secret is but a summer old !" said he, half turning on 
his heel, and looking from hor upon the moon's path across the 

" Shame !" she replied ; " you know tl tl ng b f tl n w 
came, I talied with you eoostantly of th 1 nd anl f my 
irresistible desire to see the people of t t t and atisfy 
myself whetiier I was like them. That u ty Sh h n 1 
fear, even stronger than my love, or, at least, it.is more impatient ; 
and, now that I have the opportunity fallen to me like a star out 
of the sky, shall I not go ? I must Indeed I must." 

The lover felt that all had been ,aaid, or was too proud to an- 
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swer, for they fell into the path agwu, side hy side, in silonce, 
and, at a slow Bt«p, were soon out of my sight and hearing. I 
emerged from my compulsory hiding-place, wiser than I went in, 
dressed, and strolled hack to the village, and, finding the old 
landlord smoking his pipe alone, under the portico, I lighted a 
cigar, and sat down to pick his hi'ains of the little information I 
wanted to fill out the story. 

I took my leave of Athens on the following morning, paying 
my bill duly to Miss Plymtoo, from whom I rejuesttd a receipt 
in writinj;;, for I foresaw, without any very ^a^cious augury be- 
side what the old man told me, that it might b<" an amusing io- 
eument by-and-hy. You shall judge, by the sequel of the «tory, 
dear reader, whether you would like it m your bJok of auto- 
graphs. 

Not long after the adventure described iu the preceding chap- 
ter, I embarked for a ramblo in Europe. Among the newspapers 
whioli were lying about in the cabin of the packet, was one which 
contained this paragraph, extracted from a New Orleans Uazette. 
The American reader will at once remember it: — 

" Exfraordiwir^ attacknent to savage life. — The officers at 
Fort (one of the most distant outposts of human habita- 
tion in the West,) extended their hospitality lately to one of the 
young pi otegh of government, a young Shawanee Chief, who has 
been educated at pubhc espenie for the purposo of aidmg in the 
civilization of his tube This youth, the son of a '^hawouee 
chief by a 'ipani'ih mother, was put to a piepaiatoiy school, m a 
Email village on thi^ &u«r[uphannah, and, wbsequently, was gra- 

duitci at (-ollegp, wilh the fiist honDr*! of his ells'* He 

had bicoiUL i most acoon jli^hed gtotlemm, wis i[-pdreiilly fond 
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of society, ajjd, except in a scarce distinguishable tinge of copper 
color in Lis skin, retaiued no trace of Lis savage origin. Singu- 
lar to relate, however, lie disappeared suddenly from tlie Fort, 
leaving behind him the clothes in which he had arrived, and 
several articles of a gentleman's toilet ; and, as the sentry on duty 
was passed at dawn of the same day by a mounted Indian, in the 
usual savage dress, who gave the pass-word in issuing from the 
gate, it is presumed it was no other thau the joung Shahatan, 
and that he has joined his tribe, who, were removed, some years 
since, beyond the Mississippi." 

The reader will agree with me, tliat I possessed tte key to the 
mystery. 

As no one thinks of thi. thietl that lia)ppears in an intricate 
embroidery, till it cotnea out again on the eurfioe, I was too busy 
in weaving my own le&s inteiestmg woof of adventure for the two 
years following, to give Shihatin ml his b\e even a passing 
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vain among these handsome faces for a regular profile, or even a 
perfect figure. It is not symmetry, surely, that gives a look of 
high breeding — nor regularity of feature." 

" If you will take j. leal out of a traveller's book, ' I replio.d, 
" we may, at le'ist, ha\e tho advantage of a comparison I re- 
memher recuidmjt, when travelling in thp Eist, that for months 
I had not seen an irregular nose or forehead la a female face ; 
and, almofit univeisally, the mouth and ohm ot the Orientals, are, 
as well as flie upper featuies, of the mo-^t classic coirectness. 
Yet where, in civilized countiies, do women look lower horn, or 
more degraded ?" 

" Then it is not in the features," said my friend. 

" No, nor ia the figure, strictly, " I went oa to say, " for the 
French and Italian women {vide the same book of mems.) are 
generally remarkable for shape and fine contour of limb, and the 
French are, we all know, (lagging your pai'don,) much better 
dancers, and more graceful in their movements, than all other 
nations. Yet what is more rare than a ' thorough-hred' looking 
Frenchwoman ■'" 

" We are coming to a conclusion vei> fist," ahe iud, smiling 
" Perhaps we shall find the g eit sp(,iet in delicacy of skin after 
ail," 

" Not unless vou will a^rce th it Broadwij , m New Yoik, is 
the ' piato fioTtto' of anstucritic beauty — for, no where, on the 
face of the earth, do you see such complexions Ytt, mj fair 
countrywomen stoop too much, and, aie rather too dressy in their 
tastes, to convey, veiy generally, the impicfsion of high hiith " 

" Stay !" interrupted my companion, Uyma hei hand oa my 
arm, with a Ijjk of iiioie meinin^ thnn J ijuitc undi,rsfood, 
" before yoi commit jouinlfiaitliei ra that pjiat, look it this 



Hooted by Google 



352 MISS TREVANIOS. 

tall ^rl coming up the floor, and tell mo wliat you think of h«r, 
apropos to the subject." 

" Why, that she is the very forth-ahadowing of noble parent- 
age," I replied, "in step, air, form, — everythiDg. But surely 
the feoe is familiar to me." 

" It is the Miss Trevanion whom yoa said you had never met. 
Yet, she ts an American, and, with such a fortune as hers, I won- 
der you should not have heard of her at least.'' 

" Miss Trevanion ! I never knew anybody of the name, I am 
perfectly sure — yet thatfiiee I have seen before, and I would stake 
my life I have known the lady, and not casually either. 

My eyes were rivetted to the beautiful woman wiio now sailed 
past with a grace and stateliness that were the subject of universal 
admiration, aud I eagerly attempted to catch her eye ; but on the 
other side of ter walked one of the most agreeable flatterers of 
the hour, and the crowd prevented my approaching her, even if 
I had solved the mystery so far as to know in what terms to ad- 
dress her. Yet, it was marvellous that I eould ever have seen 
such beauty, and forgotten the when and where ; or, that such 
fine and unusually lustrous eyes eould ever have shone on me, 
without inscribing well on my memory their " whereabout" and 
history. 

"Well!" said my friend, " are you making out your theory, 
or, are you ' struck home' with the first impression, like many 
another dancer here to-night ?" 

" Pardon me ! I shall find out, presently, who Miss Trevanion 
is — but, meantime, rf.venons. I wiU tell you where I think lies 
the secret of the aristocratic beauty of England. It is in the 
lofty maintieti of the head and bust — the proud carriage, if you 
remark, in all these women — the head set back, the chest elevated 
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and expanded, and the wtole port and expression that of pride 
and conscious superioiity. This, mind you, thougli the result of 
qualities in the character, ia not the work of a day, nor, perhaps, 
of a single generation. The effect of expanding the breast, and 
preserving the back straight, and the posture generally erect, is 
the high health and consequent beauty of those portions of the 
frame ; and, the physical advantage, handed down with the pride 
which produced it flrom mother to child, the race gradually has 
become perfect in those points, and the look of pride and high- 
beating is now easy, natural, and unconscious. Glance your eye 
around, and you will seo that there is not a defective bust, and 
hardly a head ill set on, iu the room. In an assembly in any 
other part of the world, to find a perfect bust, with a gracefully 
carried head, is aa difficult ss here to find the exception." 

" What a proud race you make us out, to be sure," said my 
companion rather dissentingly. 

" And so you are, eminently and emphatically proud," I re- 
plied. " What English family does not revolt from any proposi- 
tion of marriage with a foreigner ? For an English girl to marry 
a Frenchman or an Italian, a G-erman or a Russian, G-reek, 
Turk, or Spaniard, is to forfeit a certain degree of respectability, 
let the match be as brilliant aa it may. The first feeling on 
hearing of it, ia against the girl's sense of delicacy. It extends 
to everything else. Your soldiers, your saJlors, your tradesmen, 
your gentlemen, your common people, and your nobles, are all 
(wlio ever doubted it you are n)cnta,lly asking,) out of all com- 
parison, better than the same ranks and profes.?ions in any other 
country. John Bull is literally surprised if any one doubts this 
— nay, he does cot believe that any one dots doubt it. Tot 
you call the Americans ridiculously vain, because they believe 
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their institutions better tlian yours, that their ships fight as well, 
their women are as feir, and their men as gentlemanly, as any in 
the world. The ' vanity' of the French, who believe in them- 
selves, just as the English do, only in a less blind emtireness of 
self-glorifi cation, is a common theme of ridicule in English news- 
papers ; and the French and the Americans, for a twentieth part 
of English intolerance and self-exa^eration, are written down 
daily, by the English, as the two vainest nations on earth." 

' Stop '" said my fan; listener, who was beginning to smile at 
my dijTreasiott trom female beauty to natiinal piide, "let me 
m ike a distraction there Aa the English and French are quite 
mdiff rent t« the ojinion of othei nitions en thfso points, and 
not at all shaken in their self admiiition by furei^rn incredulity, 
theti-i may fairly be diguifli^d by the name oi piih But what 
ehall I nay of the imeneans, who are la a pe pt-tuil fever at the 
ridicule of English newspapers, and whi receive, I understand, 
with a geneial convulsion throughout the States, the least slur in 
a renew, or the smallest expressim of disparagement m a tory 
newspaper This i^ not pride, hut \anitv 

" I am hit, I giant you A home thiust thit I wish I could 
foil But here comes Miss Trevanun, again and I must make 
her out, or smothi_r of eu nsily I leave you a vii-tor " 

The drawmii of the coi 1 wluih encloses the danoers, narrowed 
the path of the piomennlers so effectually, that I could easily 
take my stand in such a position that Miss Treyanion could not 
pass without seeing me \\ ith my back to one of the alight 
pillai'i of the orchesiri, I stood facing her as she came down the 
room , and, witlim a foot or two of my position, yet with several 
persons between ns, her eye, for the first timo, rested on me. 
There was a sudden flush, a look of embarrassed, but momentary 
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oui-iosity, and the beautiful features cleared up, and T saw, with 
Tf.xatious niovtificatioti, that she had tlie advantage of mo, and 
was even pleased to remember where we had met. She held out 
her hand the nest moment, but evidently understood ray reseiTe, 
for, with a mischievous compvossion of the lips, she leaned over, 
and said, in a voice intended only for my ear, " Reuben ! take 
the gentleman's horse !" 

My sensations were very much those of the Irishman who fell 
into a pit in a dark night, and, catching a straggling root in his 
descent, hung suspended by ineredihle exertion and strength of 
arm till morning, when daylight disclosed the bottom, at juat one 
inch below the points of his toes. So easy seemed the solution — 
after it was discovered. 

Miss Trevanion {ci-devant Plymton) took my arm. Her com- 
panion was engaged to dance. Our meeting at Almaek's was 
certainly one of the last events either could have expected when 
we parted — but Almaek's is not the place to express strong emo- 
tions. We walked leisurely down the sides of the quadrilles to 
the tea-room, and, between her bows and greetings to her acquain- 
tances, she put me av, eourwnt of her movements for the last two 
years — Miss Trevanion being the name she had inheiited with the 
fortune from her mother's family, and her mother's high hut 
distant connection having recognized and taken her hy the hand in 
England. She had come abroad with the representative of her 
country, who had been at the trouble to see her installed in her 
rights, and had but lately left her, on his return to America. A 
house in May Fair, and a chaperon in the shape of a card-play- 
ing and aristocratic aunt, were the other principal points in her 
parenthetical narration. Her commtmlcativeness, of course, 
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was very gracious, and, Indeed, her whole manner was softened 
and mellowed down, from the sharpness and hauteur of Miss 
Plymton. Prosperity had improved even her voice. 

As she bent over her tea, in the ante-room, I could not but 
remark how beautiful she was, by the change usually wrought by 
the soft moisture of the English air, on persona from dry climates 
— Americaia particularly. That filling out and rounding of the 
features, and renewing and freshening of the skin, becoming and 
improving to all, had, to her, been like Juno's bath. Then who 
does not know the miracles of dress ! A circlet of diamonds, 
whose " water" was light itself, followed the fine bend on either 
ade backward from her brows, supportmg, at the parting of her 
hair, one large emerald. And, on what nock (ay — even of age) 
is not a diamond necklace beautiful ? Miss Trevanion was su- 
perb. 

The house in Grosvenor-place, at which I kuoLked the next 
morning, I weO remembered as one of the most elegant and 
Humptuous in London- Lady L- had ruined hersLlf in com- 
pleting and furnishing it, and her parties " in my time" were 
called, by the most apathetic Uase, truly delightful. 

" I bought this house of Lady L ," said Miss Treyani 

as we sat down to breakfast, " with all its furniture, pictures, 
books, incumbrancoB and trifles, even to the horses in the stables, 
and the coaehman in his wig ; for I had too many things to learn, 
to study furniture and appointmonts, and, in this very short life, 
time is sadly wasted in beginnings. People are for ever getting 
ready to live. What think you ? Is not this true in evcry- 

" Not in love, certainly." 
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Ah ! very true !" Anil she became suddenly thoughtful, and, 
for some minutes, sipped hor coffee in silence. I did not inter- 
rupt it, for I was thinking of Shahatan, and our thoughts, very 
poaaihlj, were on the same long journey. 

" You are quite right," said I, looking roond at the esc[iiisite]y- 
furnished room in which we were breakfasting, " you have bought 
these things at their intjinaic value, and you have all Lady 
L- — — 's taste, trouble, and vexatioii for twenty years, thrown 
into the bargain. It is a matter of a lifetime to complete a 

house like this, and, just as it is all done, Lady L retires, 

an old woman, and you come all the way from a country inn on 
the Su3C[uehannah to enjoy it. What a whimsical world we live 

" Yea," she said, in a sort of soliloquizing tone, " I do enjoy 
it. It is a delightful sensittion to take a long stride at once in the 
art of life — to have lived for years believing that the wants you 
felt could only be supplied in fairj-land ; and suddenly to change 
your sphere, and discover that not only these wants, but a thou- 
sand others, more unreasonable, and more imaginaiy, had been 
the subject of human ingenuity and talent, till those who live in 
luxury have tmn ints — that science an I el emist y indmeehanios 
have left no nerve m the hum^n aysttm nj reccis in human 
sense, unquestioned of its desire ani thit every des le is sup 
plied ! What mist ikea ideas mist people haveot luxury' They 
fancy the sensi.'' of th iieh are vor pampered that their ztst of 
pleasure is always dull with too mu h gratification thit their 
health is ruined with esc ■" and their temj ers spoded with ease 
and subserviency It is a pictur h-awn by the poets in times 
when money could buy nothing but excess anl when thoa who 
were prodigal coul 1 only be f,aady and intemperite It was ne 
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eessary to practise upon the reverse, too ; and, hence all the 
world is convinced of the superior happiness of the ploughman, 
the absolute necessity of early rising and coarse food to health, 
and the pride that m,v,U come with the flaunting of silk and 
satin." 

I could not hut smile at this cool upset of all the received phi 
losophy of the poets. 

" Tou laugh," she continued, " hut is it not true, that, in Eng- 
land, at this moment, luxury is the science of keeping up the 
zest of the senses rather than of pampering them — that the chil- 
dren of the wealthy are the healthiest and fairest, and the sons of 
the aristocracy are the most athletic and rational, as well as the 
most carefully nurtured and expensive of all classes — that the 
most costly dinners are the most digestible, the most expensive 
wines the least injurious, the most sumptuous houses the best 
ventilated and wholesome, and the most aristocratic habits of life 
the most conducive to the preservation of the constitution and 
consequent long life. There will be excesses, of course, in all 
spheres, but is not this true ?" 

" I am wondering how so gay a life as yours could furnish suoh 
very grave reflections." 

" Pshaw ! I am the very person to make them. My aunt 
(who, by-the-way, never rises till four in the afternoon) has 
always lived in this sublimated sphere, and takes all those luxu- 
ries to be matters of course, as much as I take them to bo 
miracles. She thinks a good cook as natural a circumstance as a. 
fine tree, and would he as much surprised and shocked at the 
absence of was candles, as she would at the going out of the 
stars. She talks a= if good dentists, good milliners, opera-singers, 
perfumers, &c., were the common supply of nature, like dew and 
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aunaliine to tlie flowers. Mj surprise and doliglit amuse her, as 
the child's wonder at tlie moon amiisns tho Durse." 

" Yet you call this dull unoonsciousness the perfection of 
civilized life." 

"I think my aunt, altogether, is not a had specimen of it, cer- 
tainly. You have seen her, I think." 

" Frequently." 

" Well, you will allow that she is still a very handsome woman. 
She is past fifty, and has every faculty in perfect preservation— 
an erect figure, undiminished deliuacy and quickness in all her 
senses and tastes — and is still an ornament t« society, and an at- 
traotive person in appearance and conversation. Contrast her 
{and she is but ont- of a class) with the women past fifty in the 
middle and lower walks of life in America. At that age, with 
US, they are old women in. the oomnioEeBt aocepta,tion of the 
term. Their teeth are gone, or defective from neglect, their 
faces are wrinkled, tiinir hacks bent, their feet enlarged, their 
voices cracked, their senses impaired, their relip.h in the joys of 
the young entirely gone by. What makes the difference .' Coitly 
tare. The physician has watched over her health at a guinea a 
visit. The dentist ha'j examined her teeth at twenty guineas a 
year. Expensive annual visits to the sea-side have renewed her 
skin. The friction of the weary hands of her maid has kept 
down the swelling of her feet and preserved thfu- delicacy of 
shape. Close and open carriages, at will, have gneii hei daily 
exercise, either protected from the damp, or refieshed nith the 
fine air of the country. A good cook has kept her digestion un- 
taxed, and good wines have invigorated without poisoning her con- 
stitution." 

" This is taking very unusual care of oneself, howevtr " 
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e tie nob, by your showing." 

" "Why, tbc beatitudes were not written in our times. If long 
life, prolonged youtli and beaaty, aod almost perennial health, 
are blessings, certainly, now-a-daya, blessed are tlie rich." 

" But is there no drawback to all this ? Wtere people have 
surrounded themselves with such costly and indispensable luxuries, 
are they not made selfish by tho necessity of preserving them ? 
Would any Kdgmnce of hospitality for instance, indnce your aunt 
to give up her bed, and the comforts of her own room, to a 
stranger ?" 

" Oh dear, no !" 

" Would she eat her dinner cold for tie sake of listening to an 
appeal to her charity ?" 

" How can yon fancy such a thing ?" 

" Would she take a wet and dirty, hut perishing beggar-woman, 
into her chariot, on her way to a diuuer-party, to save her from 
dying by the roadside ?" 

" Um— why, I fear she would be very near-sighted till she got 
ftdrly by." 
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" Yet ttese are charities that require ho great effort in those 
whose charabei-s are less costly, whose stomachs are less carefully 
watched, and whose carriages and dresses are of a plainer fash- 

" Very true ! 

" So far, then, 'blessed aro the poor!' But is not the heart 
slower in all its sympathies, among the rich ? Are not friends 
chosen and discarded, because tieir friendship is convenient or 
the contrary ? Are not many worthy people ' ineligible' acquain- 
tances, maay near relations nnweloome visitors, because they are 
out of keeping with these costly circum stances, or involve some 
sacrifice of personal luxury ? Are not people, who would pre- 
serve their circle choice and aristocratic, obliged to inflict cruet 
insults on sensitive minds, to slight, to repulse, to neglect, to equi- 
vocate, and play the nnfeeling and ungrateful, at the same time 
that to their superiors they must often sacrifice dignity, and con- 
trive and flatter, and deceive — all to preserve the magic charm of 
the life you have painted so attractive and enviable ?" 

" Heigho ! it's a bad world, I believe !" said Miss Trevanion, 
betraying, by that ready sigh, that, even while drawing the attrac- 
tions of high life, she had not been blind to this more unfavorable 
aide of the picture. 

" And, rather more important query still, for an heiress," I 
said, " does not an intimate acquaintance with these luxurious 
necessities, and the hal)it of thinking them mdispensable, make 
all lovers in this class mercenary, and their admiration, where 
there is wealth, subject, at least, to scrutiny and suspicion ?" 

A quick flush almost crimsoned Miss Trevanion's face, and 
she fixed her eyes upon me so inquisitively, as to leave me in no 
doubt that I had, inadvertently, touched upon a delicate subject. 
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Embairassed by a searching look, and not seeing how I could ex- 
plain that I meant no allusion, I said hastily, " I was thinking o( 
awimming aei-oaa the Susc[u.ehannah hy moonlift'it-" 

" Puck is at the door, if you please, miss !" said the hutler, 
entering at tho moment. 

" Perhaps, while I am putting on my riding hat," said Misa 
Trevanion, with a laugh, " I may discover the connection be- 
tween your two last observations. It certainly is not very clear 
at present." 

I took up my hat. 

" Stay — you must ride with me. You shall have the groom's 
horse and we shall go without him. I hate to be chased through 
the park by a flying servant — one English fashion, at least, that 
I think uncomfortable, '-They manage it better where I learned 
to ride, " she added with a laugh, 

" Yes, indeed ! I do not know which they would first starve 
to death in the backwoods— tlie master for his insolence in re- 
quiring the servant to follow him, or the servant for being such 
a slave as to obey." 

I never remember to have seen a more beautiful animal than 
the high-bred bloodmare on which my d~decimf hostess of the 
Plymton inn rode through the park gates, and took the serpen- 
tine path at a free gallop. I was as weJl mounted myself as ever 
I had been in my life, aad delighted, for once, not to fret a hun- 
dred yards behind ; the ambitious animal aeemed to have wings 
to hie feet. 

"Who ever rode such a horse as this," said my companion, 
" without confesang the happiness of riches ! It is the one 
luxury of this new life that I should find it misery to forego. 
Look at the eagerness of his ears ! See his fine limbs as he 
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strikes forward ! "Wliat nostrils ! "Wliat glossy sbouUers ! What 
boundiDg lightness of action ! Beautiful Puck ! I coulJ never 
live without jou ! What a shame to nature that tiere are no 
such horses ia the wilderness !" 

"I remember seeing an Indian ponj," said I, watching her 
fa«e for the effect of my obaerralion, " which had as many fine 
qualities, though of a different kind — -at least when his master 
waa on him." 

She looked at me inquiringly. 

" By-the-way, too, it was at your house on the Susquehannah," 
T added, " you must remember the horse — a black, double- 
jointed . 

" Yes, yes, I know. I remember. Shall we quicket our 
pace ? I hear some one overtaking us, and, to be passed with 
such horses as ours were a shame indeed." 

We loosed our bridles and flew away like the wind ; but a 
bright tear was presently tossed from her dark eyelash, and fell 
glittering on the dappled shoulder of her horse. " Her heart is 
Shahatan's," thought I, " whatever chance there may be that 
the gay Honorable who is at our heels may dazzle her into throw- 
ing away her hand. 

Mounted on a magnifieeut hunter, whose powerful and straighfr- 
forward leaps, soon told against the lavish and high action of our 

more showy horses, the Hon. Charles (the gentleman who 

had engrossed the attention of Miss Trevanion the night before 
at Almack's) was soon beside my companion, and, leaning from 
his saddle, was taking pains to address conversation to her in a 
tone not meant for my ear. As the lady picked out her path 
with a marked preference for his side of the road, I, of course, 
rode with a free rein on the other, rather dLscontentod, however, 
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I must own, to be playing Monsieur de Trop. The Hon. Charles, 
I Tery well knew, was enjoying a temporary relief from the most 
pressing of Lis acquaintances, by the prospeat 'of his majrying an. 
heiress,' and, in a two years' gay life in London I had traversed 
his threads too often to believe that he had a heart to be redeemed 
from dissipation, or a soul to appreciate the virtues of a high- 
minded woman. 1 found myself, besides, without wishing it, at- 
torney for Shahatan in the case. 

Observing that I " suited," Miss TreTOnion, in the nest round, 
turned her horse's head toward the Serpentine Bridge, and we 
entered into Kensington Gardens, The band was playing on the 
other side of the ha-ha, and fashionable London was divided be- 
tween the equestrians on the road, and the promcnaders on the 
greensward. We drew up in the thickest of the crowd, and, pre- 
suming that, by Miss Trevanion's tactics, I was to find some 
other acquaintance to that with, while our horses drew breath, I 
spurred to a httlc distance, and sat mum in my saddle, with forty 
or fifty horsemen between me and herself. Her other companion 
had p f his h as olose by the side of Puck as possible ; but 
ther w th d ncer* at Almaok's who had an eye upon the 
heii n 1 th t£te a tdte was interrupted presently by the 
how d J d an 1 ttention of half a dozen of the gayest men 
about t wn Aft lookmg black at them for a moment, Charles 
drew bndle, and, backing out of the press rather uncere- 
moniously, rode to the side of a lady who sat in her saddle with a 
mounted servant behmd her, separated from me by only the trunk 
of a superb lime tree I wis fated to see all the workings of 
Miss Trevanion's destmy 

" Tou see what I endure for you,' ' he said, as a flush came and 
went upon his pale face. 
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" You are false !" was the answer. " I saw you ride la — your 
eyes fastfined to hers — jour lips open with watching for her 
words — jour horae in a foam, with your agitated and nervous rid- 
ing. Never call her a giraffe, or laugh at her again, Charles ! 
She is handsome enough to be loved for herself, and you. love 
her." 

" No, by heaven!" 

The lady made a gesture of impatience, and whipped her stirrup, 
through the folds of her ridiiig-dresa, till it was heard even ahove 
the tinkling triangle of the hand. 

" No," he continued, " and you are less clever than you think, 
if you interpret my excitement into love. I am excited, most 
eager in my chase after this woman. Yov, ihali know why. But 
for herself — good heaven ! — why, you have never heard her 
speak ! She is never done wondering at silver forks, never done 
wifli ecstatios about finger-glasses acd pastilles. She is a hoor — 
and you are silly enough to put her beside yourself !" 

The lady's frown softened, and she gave him her whip to hold, 
while she re-imprisoned a stray ringlet. 

" Keep an eye on her, while I am talking to you," he con- 
tinued, " for I must stick to her, like her shadow. She is full of 
mistrust, and, if I lose her by the want of attention for a single 
hour, that hour will cost mo yourself, dearest, first and most 
important of all, and it will cost me England or my liberty— 
for failing this, I have not a chance." 

" Go, go," said the lady, in a new and now anxious tone, 
touching his horse at the same time with the whip he had just re- 
stored to her, "she is off! Adieu!" 

And, with half a dozen attendants, Miss Trevanion took the 
road at a gallop, while her contented rival followed at a pensive 
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amlile, apparently quite content to waste the time as slie best 
might till dinner. The handsome fortune-hunter watohed his op- 
portunity and regained his place at Miss Trevanion's side, and, 
with an aor[uaintanoe, who was one of her self-elected troop, I 
kept in the rear, chatting of the opera, and enjoying the moTE- 
ment of a horse, of iis free and admirable action as I had ever 
felt communicated like inspiration through my blood. 

I was resumed as sole cavalier and attendaut at Hyde Park 
gate. 

"Do you know the Baroness ?" I asked, as we walked 

our horses slowly down Grosvenor Place. 

" Not personally," she replied ; " hut I have heard my aunt 
speak of her, and I know she is a woman of most seductive man- 
ners, though said to bo one of very had morals. But from what 
Mr. Charles — — tells me, I lancy high play is her only vice. 
And, meantime, she is received every where. 

" I fancy," said I, " that the Hon. Charles is good author- 
ity for the number of her vices, and, begging you, as a parting 
request, to make this remark the key to your nest month's ob- 
servation, I have the honor to return this fine horse to you, and 
make my adieus." 

" But you will come to dinner ! And, by-the-by, you have 
not explained to mo what you meant by ' swimming across the 
Susquehannah,' in the middle of your breakfast, this morning." 

While Miss Trevauion gathered up her dress to mount the 
steps, I told her tlie stoiy whioh I have already told the reader, 
of my involuntary discovery, while lying in that moonlit river, 
of Shabatan's unfortunate passion Violently agitated by the few 
words in which 1 conveyed it, she insisted on my entering the 
house and waiting while she recovered herself sufficiently to talk 
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to me on tlie subject. But I bad no fancy for mateli making or 
breaking. I reiterated my caution touching the iiiliiiiaoy of tier 
(ashionable admirer witli tlie baroassa, aud .said a word of praise 
of the noble savage who loved her. 



CHAPTER IT, 

In the autumn of the year after the events outliaed iu the pre- 
vious chapter, I received a visit, at my residence on tlie Susque- 
hannah, from a friend I had never before seen a mild from St. 
James's street — a May-fair man of fashion, who took me on his 
way back from Santa Fe. Ho staid a few days to brush the cob- 
webs from a fishing-rod and gun which ho found in inglorious 
retirement in the lumber-room of my cottage, and, over our din- 
ners, embellished with his trout and woodcock, tha relations of 
his adventures (compared, as evmything was, with London expe- 
rience exclusively,) were as delightful to me as the tales of Sclie- 
hereaade to the calif. 

" I have saved to the last," he said, pushing me the bottle, 
the evening before bis departure, " a bit of romance which I 
stumbled over in the prairie, and, I dare say, it will surpiise you 
as much as it did me, for I think you weD remember having seen 
the heroine at Almack's." 

" At Almack's ?" 

" You may well stare. I Jiave been afraid to tell you the story, 
lest yon might think I drew too long a bow, I certainly should 
never have been believed iii London." 

" 'VVell— the story r" 

" I told you of my leaving St. Louis with a trading party for 
Sante Fe. Our leader was a rough chap, big-bonod, and ill put 
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together, hat Iionestly fond of figlit, and never content with s 
stranger till he had settled the qaestioc of whiuh was the hetter 
man. He refused, at firet, to take me into his pai'ty, assuring 
me that his esolusive services and those of his company had been 
engaged at a high price, hy another gentJeman. By dint of 
drinking ' juleps,' with him, however, and giving him a thorough 
' mill' {for, though strong as a rhinoceros, he knew nothing of ' the 
science') he at last elected me to the honor of his friendship, 
and took me into the party is one of his own mtn 

" I bought a strong horse ind oa a b i^t M<iy mtrn n^ the 
party set forward, bag anl ba^gigc th leil r ha mi, stolen i 
march upon us, home vei and [,Dne a h ad with the per^ i who 
hired his guidance. It was fine fun at fii t as I hwe t H jou 
to gallop away over the prairie without fence or ditch but I soon 
tii'cd of the slow pace anl the monotony of the scenery, ani 
began to wonder wliy tl e dEiite our leader kept himself bo ei e 
fully ont of sight— for, in th ee liys tnvel I had se n him but 
onee, and then at our lnouac fire on the 'lecDnd evenin^ The 
men knew or would teD ncthing exfept that he hjl one min and 
a packhorse with him, anl that the ^entiemin and h encamp 
ed ferther on. I was under premise to peiform only th pi t of 
one of the hired carriers f the party or I should soon have 
made a push to penetrate the gentleman s mystery 

"I think it was on the tenth day of inr truel that the 
men began to talk of tilling n with a tribe of Indiins whose 
hunting grounds we were (.lose upon and it whoso village upon 
the bank of a river, they us iilly got fish and buffalo hump and 
other luxuries not picked up on thi, winj^ We encamped ilout 
sunset that night, as n ua] and aftei picketing my horse, I 
strolled off to a round mound n )( f f m the fire an 1 sat down 
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upon the top to see the moon rise. Tho east was brightening, 
and the evening was delicious. 

" Up came tlie moon, looking like one of the Dnke of Devon- 
ahire'a gold plates, (excuse the poetry of the comparison,) and 
still the rosy color hung on in the west, and, turning my eyes 
from one to the other, I at last perceived, over the southwestern 
horizon, a mist slowly coming up, which indicated the course of a 
river. It was just in our track, and the whim struck me to saddle 
my horse and ride on in search of the Indian village, which, by 
their description, must be on its banks. 

" The men were singing songs over their supper, and, with a 
flask of brandy in my pocket, I got off unobserved, and was soon 
in a flourishing gallop over the wild prairie, without guide or 
compass. It wasasiliy freak, and might havo ended in an unplea- 
sant adventure. Pass the bottle and have no apprehensions, 
however. 

" For an hour or so, I was very much elated with my independ- 
ence, and my horse, too, saemed dslij^hted to get out of the slow 
pace of the caravan. It was as light aa day, with the wonderful 
clearness of tbe atmosphere, and the full moon and the coolness 
of the evening air made exercise veiy exhilarating. I rode on, 
looking up ocoasionally to the mist, which retreated, long after I 
thought I should have reached the river, till I began to feel un- 
easy at last, and wondered whether I had not embarked in a very 
mad adventure. As I had lost sight of our own fires, and might 
miss my way in trying to reti-aoe my steps, I determined to push 

" My horse was in a walk, and 1 was beginning to feel i-ery 
grave, when, suddenly, the beast pricked up his ears and gave a 
loud neigh. I rose in my stirrups, and looked round in vain for 
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the secret of his improved spirit?, till, with a soeond glance for- 
ward, I discovered what seemed the faint light reflected upon the 
smoke of a concealed fire. The horse took his own counsel, and 
set up a sharp gallop for the spot, and, a few minutes brought mo 
in sight of a fire half concealed by a clump of shrubs, and a white 
object near it, which, to my surprise, developed to a tent. Two 
horses picketed near, and a man sitting by the fire with his hands 
crossed before his shins, and his chin on his knees, completed the 
very agreeable picture. 

" Who goes there ?" shouted this chap, springing to his rifle, as 
ho heard my horse's feet sliding through the grass. 

" I gave the name of the leader, comprehending at once that 
this was the advanced guard of our party ; but, though the fellow 
lowered his rifle, he gave mo a vary scant welcome, and motioned 
roe away from the tent-side of the fire. There was no turning a 
man out of doors in the midst of a pi'airie ; so, without ceremony, 
I tethered my horse to his stake, and getting out my dried beef 
and brandy, made a second sapper with quite as good an appetite 
OB had done honor to the first. 

" My brandy-flask opened tha lips of my sulky fiiend after a 
while, though he kept his carcass very obstinately between me 
and the tent, and I learned that the leader, (his name was Rolfe, 
by-the-by,) had gone on to the Indian village, and, that the ' gen- 
tleman' had dropped the curtain of his tent at my approach, and 
was, probably, asleep. My word of honor to Rolfe, that I would 
' cut no capers,' {his own phrase in administering the obligation,) 
tept down my eseitod curiosity, and prevented mo, of course, 
from even pumping the man beside me, though I might have done 
so with a little more of the contents of my flask. 

" The moon was pretty well over head when. Holfe returned. 
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knook, and entered. 

" It's a fine night," said the Indian, coming up to the fii'e and 
touching a brand with the toe of his moccasin. 

" I was so surprised at the honest English iu which ha dehvcrud 
himself, that I stared at him without answer. 

" ' Do you speak English ?' he said. 

" ' Tolerably well,' said I, ' but I beg your pai-doo for b!:ing 
so surprised at your own accent that I forgot to lepiy to you. 
And, now I look at you more closely, I see tiiat you are rather 
Spanish than Indian.' 

" ' My mother's blood," he answered rather coldly, ' but my 
father was an Indian, and I am a chief.' 

" ' Well, Rolfe,' he continued, turning the next instant to the 
trader, who came towards us, ' who is this that would see Shaha- 

" The trader pointed to the tout. The curtain was put aside, 
and a s-iiiart-lookiiig youth, in a blue cap and cloiik, ^tupped out 
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and took his way off into the prairie, motioning fo the chief to 
follow, 

" ' Go along ! he wou't eat jou !' said Rolfe, as the Indian hesi- 
tated, from pride or distrust, and laid his hand on his tomahawk. 

" I OTsh I could tell you what was said at that interview, for 
my curiosity was never so stroogly excited. Rolfe seemed bent 
on prevanting both interference and observation, however, and, in 
his loud and coarse voice, commenced singing and making prepa- 
rations for his supper ; and, persuading me into the drinking part 
of it, I listened to his stories and toasted my shins till I was too 
sleepy to feel either romance or curiosity ; and, leaving the moon 
to waste its silver on the wildei-ness, and the mysterious ooUociuists 
to ramble and finish their conference as they liked, I rolled over 
on my buffalo-skin and dropped off to sleep. 

" The nest morning I rubbed my eyis to discover whether all 
Ihave bc^n tiUm^ vou was not a dream, for tent and demoiselle 
had evapoiated, and I hy with mj tpet to the smouldering fire, 
and all the tnlm„ ^rty preparing fir lieikfast around me. 
Alaimed at mj ab-ono , they hid midp t ■itart before sunrise to 
overtake Rolft,, ind h^l come up whde I slept. The leader, 
after a whik gavp me a slip of papoi from the chief, saying that 
he should be happy to give me a specimen of Indian hospitality 
at the Shawanee village, on my return from Santa Fe — a neat 
hint tliat I was not to intrude upon him at present." 

" Which you took ?" 

" Kolfe seemed to have had a hint which was probably in some 
more decided shape, since he took it, for us all. The men 
grumbled at passing the village without calling for fish, but the 
leader was inexorable, and we left it to the right, and ' made 
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tracks,' aa the liunters saj, for our destiaation. Two days from 

" Which jou demolished. You told mo that story last night. 
Come, get back to the Shawanees ! You called oa the Tillage at 
your return ?" 

" Yra, and an odd place it was. We camu upon it frijm the 
west, Rolfe having made a bend to the westward on his retarn 
back. We had been travelling all day oyer a long plain, wooded 
in clumps, looking veiy much like aa immense park and I begin 
to think that the trader intended to cheat me out of my visit — 
for he said we sbould "^up wilIi the Shawanees that ni„ht, anl I 
did not in the least leco.ma th outline of the eountiy We 
struck the bed of a small ind vciy beautiful river piLsently 
however, and, after following it thiomrb a wood for i while, ojme 
to a sharp brow where the iiver budd nlj descended to a plain at 
least two hundred feet bwei than the table land on which we had 
b t II Th ty b 1 wl k d ft hth 
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me a very cordial welcome. He then rode on to show me the 
the way. We left the river, which was foaming among some fine 
rapids, and, by a zig-zag side-path through the woods, descended 
about half-way tfl the plain, where wu rounded a huge rock, and 
stood suddenly in the village of the Shawanees. You cannot 
fancy anything so pioturosijua. On the left, for a quarter of a 
mile, extended a natural steppe, or lerraoo, a linndred yards wide, 
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and rounding in a crescent to the south. The river came in 
toward it, on the right, in a superb cascade, visible from the 
whole of the platform, and, against the rocky wall at the back, 
and around on the edge overlooking the plain, were built the wig- 
wams and log-huts of the tribe ; in front of which lounged men, 
women, and children, enjoying the cool of the summer evening. 
Not far from the base of the hill, the river reappeared from the 
woods, and I distinguished some fields planted with corn along its 
banks, and horses and cattlo grazing. What with the pleasant 
sound of the falls, and the beauty of the scene altogether, it was 
to me more like the primitive Arcadia we dream about, than any- 
thing I ever saw. 

" Well, Eolfe and his party reached the viSlaga presently, for 
thy cSiiaf had brought me by a shorter out, and, in a moment, the 
whole tribe was about us, and the trader found himself apparently 
among old accjuaintances. The chief sent a lad with my horse 
down into the plain to be picketed where the grass was better, 
and took me into a small hut, where 1 treated myself to a littla 
more of a toilet than I had bjen aecus(fl;ned to, of late, in compli- 
ment to the unusual prospect of supping with a lady. The hut 
was lined with bark, and seemed used by the chief for the same 
purpose, as there were sundry articles of dress and other civilined 
refinements hanging to the bracing-poles, and covering a rude 
table in the comer. 

" Fancy my surprise, on coming out, to meet the chief strolling 
up and down his prairie shelf with, not one lady, but half a dozen 
— a respectable-looking gentleman in blaok, (I speak of his coat,) 
and a bevy of nice-lookiog girh, with our Alniaek's acquaintance 
in the centre— the whole party, except the chief, dressed in a way 
(hat would paas mustct in any vdUga in Eualaud. Shahutaa 
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wore the Indian's blanket, modified with a large mantle of fine 
Uue cloth, and crossed over his handsome bare chest, something 
after the siyle of a Ilieland tartan. I really never saw a better 
mide, or more magnificent-looking fellow, though I am n t sure 
that his easy and jjiufureaque drc=? wtuld not have improved a 

'' I remembprel dirfttly that R)lfe hid aail Miuethmg to me 
about missionaries livmo amun^ thi Shawineea, ind I was not 
surprised to hear that the gentlpman in i blick coat was a 
reverend, and tie ladies the sisteihjod of the mission Miaa 
Trevanion seeniLd rathtr in histe t) inf im me of the pre'wnt.e 
of ' the cloth,' ind, in the nest breath, cliimtd my oongratula 
tnn"! on her marrngp' bbe had been a Gbii,f tamers fjr tvio 
months. 

'' Wo strolled up and down the grassy terrace, dividiog our at- 
tention between the effects of the sanset on the praiiio below 
and the preparations for our supper, which was going on by the 
light of pine-knots stuck in the clefts of the rock in the rear. 
A dozen Indian girls were crossing and veorossing before the fires, 
and, with the bright glare upon the precipice, and tho moving 
figures, wigwams, &c., it was like a picture of Salvator Rosa's. 
The fair ehieftainess, aa she giided across occasionally to look after 
the people, with a stop as light as her stately figure would allow, 
was not the least beautiful feature of the scene. We lost a fine 
creature when we let her slip through our fingers, my dear 
fellow !" 

" Thereby hangs a taie, I have little doubt, and 1 can give yon 
some data for a good guess at it — but as tho ' nigger song' baa 
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i" Tell US what dey had for supper — 
Black-eyed pease, or bread and butter 1" 

" Wo bad everything tho wildevness eould produce — appetites 
included. Lying ia the track of the trading parties, Shahatan, 
of course, made what additions he lilied, to the Indian mode of 
living, and, except that our table was a huge buffalo skin stretoli- 
ed upon stakes, tho supper might have been a traveller's meal 
among Turks or Arabs, for all that was peculiar about it. I 
shoiild ezcept, perhaps, that no Turk or Arab ever saw bo pretty 
a creature as the chief's sister, who was my neighbor at the feast." 

" So— another 
N d 



look at her. 

" The big wigwam, I should tell you, ■ 



n in London. It was built of bark very inge- 
niously sewed together, and lined throughout with the most costly 
furs, even the floor covered with highly-dressed bear-skins. 
After finishing our supper tn the open air, the large curtain at 
the door, which was made of the most superb gold-eolored otters, 
was thrown up to let in the blaze of the pine torches stuck in the 
rock opposite, and, as the evening was getting cool, we followed 
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tlip cLiiffame'if tj her savage drawing-rocim, and took coffee and 
tliitted until & lite hour, lounging on the rude, fur-eovored 
eouehea I had not mucK chance to talk with our old friend, 
but I gathered from what little she said, tliat she had been dia- 
gasted with the beartlcssuess of London, and preferred the 
wilderness, with one of nature's nobility, to all the splendors of 
matriiiiou^ m high life. She said, however, that she would try to 
induce Stahatan to travel abroad for a year or two, and, after 
that, "^he thought their time would be agreeably spent in Buch a 
mixture of savage and civilized life as her fortune and his control 
over the tribe would enable them to manage," 

When my friend had concluded bis story, I threw what little 
light I possessed upon the undeveloped springs of Miss Trevanion's 
extraordinary movements, and we ended our philosophizings on 
the subject, by promising ourselves a tiip to the ShawaneeB some 
day together. Wow that we have had the later news that Shaha- 
tan and his wife were travelling, by the last accounts, in the 
East, however, we have limited our programme to meeting them 
in England, and have no little curiosity to see whether the young 
eavagB will decide like his wife in the question of " Wigwam 
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